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Up to 9 Miles More Per Gallon I 
Up to 20 More Horsepower! 


All From One Simple Change in Your Car! 

YES! In the next two minutes I’m going to show you how 
you can get up to 20 MORE HORSEPOWER from your 


car . . . how you can save enough gas in a single year to 
drive up to A FULL THOU- 


SAND MILES . . . how you c 
eliminate most of the ignition 
knocks and pings that are driv- 
ing you craay now . . . how you 
can get battery-saving, sure-fire 
starting even in below-freezing 
weather-— and do it without buy- 
ing one single complicated gadget 
— without paying a mechanic a 
pennyl How? SIMPLY BY 
CHANCING THE COLOR OF 
YOUR SPARK PLUGS! 

By ED MITCHELL 

Let me say this at the start. 
What I'm offering you on this 
page is a very simple investment. 
I want you to try the most fan- 
tastic spark plug in the world, 
entirely at my risk! A spark plug 
that costs only a lew pennies 
more than the old-fashioned 
model that's on your car today. 
A spark plug that lasts up to 10 
times os long as that old-fashion- 
ed model . . . that gives you the 
full biasing horsepower that that 
old plug is robbing you of today 
. . . and that actually saves you 
enough gas to drive half way 
aeross America, every single year 
that you use it! 

Does this sound impossible? 
ll's been proven a thousand 
times this year! Here is a small 
sample of that proof. 

TMs Is Why Your Car 
Wast«sGas.LosesPower 

Some day. if you ever have a 
spare moment, lift one of the 
spark plugs out of your car! Look 
at the bottom of that plug. In 10 
seconds, you'll learn more about 
gas waste than any book could 
teach you in a year. 

If that plug has been in your 
car a thousand miles or more, 
then what you'll see on the bot- 
tom of that plug is FILTH! The 
Firing Point of that plug — the 
most important single point in 
your car — will be choked to death 
with BLACK. FILTHY CAR- 
BON! Carbon that robs your car 
of as much as 20 vital horsepower 
every lime your engine fires! 

Now, wipe that filth away. And 
look at the Firing Point itself. 
This is the POWER POINT of 
your car . . . the pin-head of 
electricity that turns raw gas 
into 200 horsepower of driving 
energy! And what is the condi- 


tion of that Point? CORRODED 
. . . PITTED . . . SCARRED . . . 
AND WORN! Hardly able to de- 
liver half the spark it should! 
Wasting gas . . . wasting money, 
every time you put your foot 
down on the pedal! 

Yes! You pay $2000 . . . $3000 
. . . $4000 for your car. And a 
single 98c part robs you of the 
real power and enjoyment of that 

At Last A Plug So Smart 
That It “Thinks” 

Now look at the new plug — 
the jet-finish "POWER-FLASH" 
plug that I send you — for only a 
few pennies more than you're 
paying today! 

Here is a plug thgt has not only 
ONE firing point — but hundreds 
of firing points! That fires so 
fast, so effectively, so often that 
it actually ELIMINATES 
THAT DEADLY CARBON . . . 
BURNS IT UP.. .THROWS IT 
AWAY ...KEEPS ITSELF 
SPARKLING CLEAN. ON 
EVERY SINGLE STROKE! 
The full, blazing horsepower that 
was there when your car was 
brand-new, is stilt there 30.000 
miles later. 

But that's just the beginning! 
This plug actually gives you the 
different firing power you need 
for every driving condition — 
smooth, dependable power for 
city stop-and-go driving ... ef- 
fortless horsepower for the park- 
way . , . blazing reserve power 
for super speeds! No more miss- 
ing, sputtering, knocking when 
you want to pull ahead of other 
cars at high speeds! No more 
groaning take-offs at the lights! 
FULL POWER 24 HOURS A 
DAY ... or we send you a new 

And that's still just the begin- 
ning! Best of all — this is the 
toughest, strongest, longest-last- 
ing plug ever made! YOU 
COULD ACTUALLY POUND 
IT AGAINST A CONCRETE 
WALL WITH A HAMMER. 
WITHOUT EVEN DENTING 
IT — AND THIS AMAZING 
PLUG WOULD STILL FIRE 
CLEAN AND HOT FOR 30.000 
MILES! Yes! These fantastic 
plugs give you such terrific, con- 
sistent, long-lasting service that 



FREE BONUS! 

Sensational, Natienolly 
Advertised, Cor Book 
Saves You Up To $250 
On Repairs This Year Alone! 


handbook! But n 
YOURS FRUI-:! 

The leg«nd«ry Car 


See The Amazing Difference Yourself! 




we can afford to make one of the 
most amazing guarantees you 

Try It at My Risk, Today! 

What have you got to lose? 
These amazing jet finish "POW- 
ER-FLASH" plugs cost only 
$1.45 each — or $8.70 for a com- 
plete set for six-cylinder cars, and 
$11.60 for a complete set for 



eight-cylinder cars. They .... 
only a few pennies more than or- 
dinary old-fashioned plugs — and 
they can save you up to $100 this 
year! 

Here is my guarantee to you. 
Put these plugs in your oar your- 
self. No mechanic needed. Noth- 
ing to adjust. From the very first 
moment that you get back in that 
car and drive, you must notice 
amazing new power and pick-up 
—or I'll send you a new set free! 

You must notice new gas sav- 
ings . . . you must eliminate most 
ignition knocks and pings . . . 
you must get instant carbon-free, 
cold weather starting . . . and 


Yes. professional (ips that can oave you 
hundr^s of dollan a yearl And it’s all 
yourt — FREE' How would you like to 
Pet power to zoom away from other cars at 
lheT«hls. . . to drive up fo S.OUO miles— 
without chanrine your otU Other in^eo- 
ious lips show you how to remove ruat 
from your chrome . . . make dents and 
scratches disappear for food ... Co stop 
steering wheel ’’play” . . . how to adjust 

your clutch yourself ami save S1.1 ... to 
fiz a leoky *2**' ^ 

lutely FREE — our BONUS GIFT lo you 
■•WtV?R-F/.ASH ” *PLt;Cs"wh!ch 'ore 
ab.olutelv guarimleed for two years or 
Sn.lMII milei of |he most fabulois spark 

ywf Mnt'^ir^>«ia!''"«;.7'!^iraN 


must order your POW-H-FLASH" 
PLUGS today! Our .-.u|>|>fv of this free. 
Final Hdilion of the Car-ttook w limited! 
So act NOW! 

you must get this thrilling, new- 
car performance year-in and 
vear-out — FOR TWO- FULL 
YEARS, OR 30,000 MILES — 
or I'll send you a new set — 
FREE! 

You have nothing to lose! BUT 
THE SUPPLY OF THESE 
PLUGS IS STRICTLY LIM- 
ITED. THE NICKEL ALLOY 
WHICH MAKES UP THEIR 
ELECTRODES IS HELD IN 
SHORT SUPPLY BY THE 
UNITED STATES GOVERN- 
MENT. THIS WILL BE AB- 
SOLUTELY THE LAST TIME 
WE CAN MAKE THIS OF- 
FER! ACT TODAY! 


Ilirt Contenit Copyrighlrd by Eugene Steveni. Ine . I9S6 

Mail No Risk Coupon Today! .... 
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THIS FREE BOOK 

will prove that you can become an expert 

ACCOUNTANT...AUDITOR 
O R C.P.A. 

GETTHIS BOOK FREE! 


Wc offer you this free hook 
so that you can prove to 
yourself that you CAN mas- 
ter Accounting—rquickly, 
thoroughly— in spare time 
at home. 

You will see exactly how 
LaSalle’s famous “Problem 
Method” works... how you 
are led step-hy-step through 
actual accounting work— 
learning by doing and not 
hy study of theory alone. 
First you tackle easy prob- 
lems, then more difficult 
ones— until soon you master 
them all. And at every step 
you have the close personal 
guidance of LaSalle’s large 
staff of C.l’.A. instructors. 




This well-paid 
LaSalle-trained 
Accountant’s 
success could 
be yours. 



THIS tOOK HAS STARTID-HVHOREOS OF THOUSANDS 

loword w*1l.p«id acceuntifiQ car««r*— in butinatt, gev- 
•rnmant, and public practic* oi C.P.A.’f. Evan wllhawt pra> 
viout knowladpa, prograci It rapid— oorning powor climbt 
fad. 


PREPARE FOR A 
HIGH-PAT POSITION 

If you were an expert accountant right 
now, chances are you would lind your* 
self among the highest-paid of all pro- 
fessional men and women. Accountants 
earn more than many men in ulhcr ma- 
jor professions. 

There are several big Helds of oppor- 
tunity open to men and women trainetl 
in Accounting. . .opportunities that arc 
wide open and highly inviting, offering 
maximum income and job security in 
good times or bad. And under LaSalle's 
'^Problem Method” you can start earn- 
ing while still learning — either in spare- 
time or full-time employment. ..or in 
business for yourself with no capital 
required. 

Get the latest information by sending 
for our illustrated booklet, "Account- 
ancy, The Profession That Pays”. The 
coupon at right will bring it to you 
without cost or obligation. LaSalle Ex- 
tension University, 417 S. Dearborn St., 
Chicago 5, Illinois. 


I F you have been envying the high 
incomes and good jobs enjoyed by 
thousands of men and women Accountants 
today... incomes ranging from $4,000 to 
$ 10,000 and more per year . . . why not launch 
such a career for yourself? 

Do you doubt that you can? 

Then let us send you — without cost or 
obligation — the same book with which LaSalle 
has started several hundred thousand men and 
women toward successful accounting careers. 
We want you to see for yourself how this remark- 
aide method, originated by LaSalle, makes 
Accounting simple, interesting, practical, and cer- 
tain. ..how it leads you step-by-step to a complete mastery of Accounting — 
and on up to the Certified Public Accountant Certificate if you so aspire. 

It doesn't matter whether you’ve had previous bookkeeping experience, or 
whether you don’t know a debit from a credit. Whether you wish to qualify 
as an expert accountant, advanced accountant, cost accountant, auditor, 
government accountant, income tax specialist, or public accountant ...you’ll 
find in LaSalle’s Problem Method the exact plan to prepare you rapidly and 
inexpensively — in spare hours at home — without losing a day from your 
present job. 

So right now, today... if you are an adult, employed, and earnestly ambi- 
tious for rapid advancement in one of the highest paying professions ... send 
your name and a<ldress on the coupon below. We’ll send you free our latest 
book outlining today’s career opportunities and how you can qualify for 
them. A coupon like this has started many thousands toward greater success. 
It can do the same for you. Mail it today! 

Member, National Homo Study Council 

■ ■■■■■■■■■■■Clip Coupon ... Mail TODAYliaaaBBB^a^^ai 

LaSalle Extension University ... A Correspondence Insfitution 

Dept.H584, 417 $. Dearborn Street, Chicago 5, Illinois 

YES, I want to see how LaSalle’s "Problem Method” works. ..how I can qualify for high-pay 
Accounting positions. Send your book, "Accountancy, The 
Profession That Pays”. ..without cost or obligation. 


Name 

Street Address 

City, Zone & State. 
Present Position . . . 



In the next issue 
off RAGE 


RAGE 



. . . you'll read about one of the 
most exciting adventures in the 
sagas of heroism, the story of a man 
who risked his life, lived through 
torturing hours as a live underwater 
captive of a giant crocodile. For 
chills and thrills, be sure to read 
"I Was Croc Bait!" 
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ADVENTURE 

I Fought the Blood Monsters 14 

By Horten MeQuodo 

Lost Ride Through the Gorge of Death 25 

By Willard Luce 

The Lady and the Gorilla 38 

By George Nugent 

SPECIAL REPORT 

How Girl Gangs Fight and Love 10 

By Harlan Ellisen 

EXPOSE 

I Was Flogged by Red Sadists 22 

By Angela DIStraenga as told to Prot. Pietro Pormongo 

HEALTH AND SCIENCE 

Nakedness: The Greatest Sex Fear 34 

By Robert Mines 

TRUE CRIME 

Too Many Loves Had Robbie 44 

By Coptoin Glenn Shirley 

OUT OF THE PAST 

I Shot Mata Hari 33 

By Tahara Ben Kborrfin os toitf to Seneca N. Gates 

PERSONALITY 

Whatever Happened to Samio Gamal? 34 

Who Is the Girl Waiting at a Bus Stop? 40 

PHOTO REPORT 

Inside o House of Sin 16 

Fronee’s Nevitest Sexy Starlets 26 


Not long ago, mention of the word 
"burlesque" brought to mind the 
one really big name in that field: 
the name of the blonde and sensu- 
ous till St. Cyr. Then, from Las 
Vegas, came word of her wedding, 
and since then, she has all but dis- 
appeared from the theatre stages 
and the night-club scene. For a 
provocative glimpse of the world 
oehind the G-strings, don't miss 
rage’s photo feature next issue, 
"Whatever Happened to Lili St. 
Cyr?" 
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Brocf^tan. 


ELECTRICAL 

appliance 

^pepairinc 
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SECURITY - INDEPENDENCE 
WORK SHORT HOURS 

There are millions of electrical equipment units in 
daily use ... in factories, homes, office buildings and 
on farms. Skilled electrical technicians are needed 
to keep this equipment in good running condition. 

Learn at home in spare time. 

You can now BE TRAINED to fill this BIG NEED 
... a need that grows day by day because of new 
electrical inventions for home and factory. 

If you are mechanically inclined, can hold and use 
tools, we can give you the training and time-saving 
kits that will enable you to . . . Command More 
Money at Work ... A Better Paying Job Elsewhere 
... Or A Business Of Your Own! 

The ELECTRONIC KIT, a multi-purpose trouble 
detector, and other valuable Shop Method Training 
is sent to you! All instruction material is written 
in simple, easy-to-understand language, chock full 
of hundreds of detailed photos and drawings. Used 
by servicemen the country over. 

We show you how to quickly locate tile trouble, how 
to fix it and what to charge. ALSO, how to solicit 
business and keep business coming to you. 

Get Full Facts on how you can get this training at 
home in your spare time and pay for it out of your 
earnings while learning! 

_ FREE BOOK 

On America's iasleit grewinq iuhniry 

CHRISTY TRADES SCHOOL, D«Rt. D- ISA 
4S04 N. Kediie, Chicoga IS, III. 


IN YOUR OWN 
KITCHEN, 
BASEMENT, 
OR GARAGE 

You don’t need elab- 
orate fixtures or ex- 
pensive equipment to 
be a successful re- 
pairman. Work as 
many hours as you 
wish. The Electrical 
ApplianceTechnician 
is his own boss! 

$ 5.00 • $ 6.00 
HOUR 

often charged for 
making ordinary re- 
paira. We show you 
how to repair refrig- 
erators. vacuum 
cleaners, washing 
machines, motors, 
etc., etc. 

AGE IS NO 
BARRIER 

Nor is a minor physi- 
cal handicap. Work Is 
light, pleasant and 
PROFITABLE. 


'CHRISTY TRACES SCHOOL, 0*p«. D 1 56 
"4804 N. Kedzie Ave., Chicago 2$, III. 

' Gentlemen: 

Please ru.sh me your FREE ILLUSTRATED BOOK about 
Electrical Appliance Servicing, facts on your Electronic 
Kit and Special form for paying later from earnings 
while learning. 


NAME. . 


_Age_ 


ADDRESS- 
I CITY 
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The Editors 

Shoot the Breeze 


T he mail is still rolling in on 
our two recent stories on rock 
’n roll. The first was an outraged 
rap at the teen-agers’ delight by 
jazz critic Lincoln James, who 
labelled rock ’n roll a spur to ju- 
venile delinquency. The second 
article was a spirited defense of 
“the new sound” by Elvis Presley 
himself. As of this counting, our 
readers are solidly behind Presley. 

Writes V. Bolender of Cincin- 
nati: “It’s a funny thing but teen- 
agers committed acts of juvenile 
delinquency way before rock ’n 
roll ever existed. The moral fiber 
of this country will not be wreck- 
ed by rock ’n roll. If it should, I’ll 
eat these words (paper and all).” 
Those are strong words, Virgil, 
but you’ll be able to stick to meat 
’n potatoes in the opinion of Mrs. 
Anita Salisbury (her husband 
reads Rage) of Peoria, III. Writes 
she: “I say three cheers for Elvis 
Presley for showing some of these 
high-hat people who are always 
berating hillbillies that he could 
be successful, the same as anyone 
else.” 

If you too want to get into the 
debate, just write! 

Wedged in the mail from the rock 
’n rollers was one from a reader 
in San Francisco, California. He 
points out that Rage’s pictures of 
gorgeous females are by far the 
best he’s ever seen in any man’s 
magazine — and he wants more. As 
a way of thanking him for his kind 
words, we’ve run on this page a 
picture of one of the world’s most 
beautiful girls. Meanwhile, if you 
have some suggestions for pictures 
for Rage, why not let us know 
about them? 

The ’57 baseball season is still a 
way off yet, but as the hot-stove 
season comes to a close, here’s 
the way our sports-writing friends 
see the way the teams will finish: 
6 



Sophia Loren 


NATIONAL 

AMERICAN 

Cincinnati 

New York 

Milwaukee 

Boston 

Brooklyn 

Detroit 

St. Louis 

Cleveland 

Philadelphia 

Chicago 

New York 

Baltimore 

Pittsburgh 

Washington 

Chicago 

Kansas City 


Inside this issue of Rage, we think, 
you’ll find some of the most amaz- 
ing stuff you’ve seen in a long 
while. Items: a picture story about 
Tangier and its houses of sin that 
will show you why Tangier is call- 
ed the world’s most evil city; an 
amazing story from Africa about 
a hunter who went on a search 
for gorillas with one of the stran- 
gest females that Africa or any 
other continent has ever seen; and 
a breathtaking report on an ad- 
venture right here in the USA — 
“Last Ride Through The Gorge 
of Death.” 

Each and every issue, we prom- 
ise to keep up this same high 
standard of exciting articles and 
pictures that have already made 
Rage the most talked-about man’s 
magazine on the newsstands today. 

So get in step and become a 
regular Rage reader. 

Nothing is said more often among 
men shooting the breeze than “I 
wonder whatever happened to . . .” 
We are no exception and so inside 
you’ll find an interesting text-and- 
picture report on what has hap- 
pened to Sarnia Gamal, the fa- 
mous Egyptian belly dancer who 
married a Texas heir. This will be 
a regular series in Rage — so look 
for it. 

See you next month. 



IMPOSSIBLE? 

Of course. ..but do you know why? 


More chan 20,000 reports (CPA au- 
dit), from every state in the Union and 
all over the free world, have come to 
Carl Brandenfels telling of these much 
appreciated benefits; 

RENEWED HAIR GROWTH 
RELIEF FROM DANDRUFF SCALE 
LESS EXCESSIVE HAIR FALL 
IMPROVED SCALP CONDITIONS 
If you, or some one you know, have ex- 
cessively falling hair, a rapidly receding 
hair line, or any other unhealthy scalp 
condition, DON'T WAIT! It may be 
possible to arrest these conditions at 
home. While results may vary with indi- 
viduals because of systemic differences, 
general health and localized scalp condi- 
tions, the Brandenfels Home Plan does 
offer real and tangible prospects of suc- 
cess in a substantial portion of cases. 

You owe it to yourself, to your family 
and to your business associates to give 
the Brandenfels Home System a thor- 
ough trial. The important thing is to get 
started right now. The formulas and 
massage are pleasant and easy to use. 
Your scalp always F-E-E-L-S so good 
afterwards ! 

Order Before ITs Too Late 


Do you know why hair cannot be grown 
on a billiard ball, but it may often be 
regrown on a bald head ? THE DIFFER- 
ENCE is out of sight, beneath the sur- 
face where you can’t possibly see. 

Hair grows from hair roots, medically 
referred to as follicles. If the billiard 
ball had follicles (live follicles, that is) 
it, too, would grow hair. ®ut it doesn’t, 
and in that respea it is quite comparable 
to some bald scalps. 

Roots May Be Revitalized 
Hair can often be regrown if the folli- 
cles are still alive, even on totally bald 
scalps. Follicles can be healthy, or they 
can be sick. If they are sick, they don’t 
have much vigor and "ambition” to 
them, and as a result they do not produce 
the hair d^ey normally do. But if they 
are revitalized, then they spring to life 
and the hair-growing process is restored. 

It all depends upon the condition of 
the follicles. If they are dying, almost 
extina, then nothing can be done. But 
some scalps are right on the threshold 
of regrowth. So-o-o close chat a little 
energy will start them growing hair 
again. 


Not overnight, of course. All good 
things take time. It takes time for a scalp 
to get in such a poor condition that. the 
hair follicles can't produce hair. So it is 
logical that it will take time to renew 
those follicles. 

Not by themselves, either. This is no 
magic formula that you sprinkle on your 
head whenever you think about it. You 
apply the Brandenfels formulas twice 
daily and in addition perform the pres- 
sure massage necessary for maximum 
results. 

Microscope Shows Hoir Growth 

Look at the drawings traced 
directly from photographs 
I’ve taken from my files. 
There they are to compare, 
pictures of actual sections 
HEALTHY of scalp (many times en- 
larged, of course). One is 
from a healthy scalp, actu- 
ally growing hair. The 
other is from a bald section 
not growing hair, but which 
BALD grow hair with the 

Brandenfels Home System. 


Send today for a five-week supply of 
Brandenfels Scalp and Hair Applica- 
tions, with complete and easy to follow' 
instructions. 

Enclo.se $18.00 (includes Federal tax, 
postage mailing). For United States or 
APO or FPO air shipments add $2 (total 
S20.00). Order from Carl Brandenfels, 
St. Helens, Oregon. 

Every day you w'ait may make your 
problem more difficult. Act Now-! 
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"Doctors were unable to "Fine hair filled in where 
help (ny baldness so I itdiad been sparse. Just 

was overjoyed at the to have stopped losing 

results following use hair and to nave even a 

of the Brandenfels little more is wonder- 

Plan."O.W. ful." D.N. 




■RIGHT NOW! ™is coupon before you misplace it? i 


Let's Really Get Straight Abaut Scalp Remedies! | 

I 
I 


Statements in this ad are more For 10 years the Brandenfels 
than mere words — they are the Home System has been bringing 
verbatim and interpreted testi- benefits. No one else 


raonials of users with practically 
every type of scalp trouble; 


knoiv 

of can point to such a record! 
No one else shows unre- 


efficacy. 

References; U. 
S. National Bank, 


hurtful to tissues. Brandenfels 
formulas, on the other hand, 
are bacteriostatic — they slow up Bank of St. Hel- 
bacterial growth until finally cns. Chamber of 
the micro-organisms starve — Commerce — all of 
without injury to tender skin. St. Helens, Ore. 


CARL MANDENPEIS, St. K«l*na, Oraaen: Please send me — in plain wrap- 
per — a Vweek supply of Brandenfels Scalp & Hair Applications & Massage 
with directions for use in my own home. 

D I enclose Sl8 (includes Federal tax, postage and mailing). Ship ppd. 

□ I enclose 120 for RUSH air shipment (APO, FPO, or U.S. A. ) . 

□ C.O.D. — 1 agree to pay postman the $18.00 plus postal charges. 


Ciy lYOC Ul SLiUU uuuuic; T , - , 

Most scalp applications are t'»>t^hed before and after pu- 
,r/er;«VA/-^they kill bacteria Brandeniels does! 

outright. By this very fact ^}‘ 

they’re so strong they may be 


I Nar 


Dept. RAE 47' I 
IMPORTANT . 

When filling out . 
this order iHease | 
check X the follow- > 
ing on which you I 


n Excessively 
Falling Hair 
□ Tight, Itchy 
Scalp 


Cash orders arc pharmaceutically compounded and shipped immediately, DUgiy DandruS 
postage prepaid. C.O.D. orders are compounded after prepaid orders arc Scale 
• No C.O.D. orders ■ ” ' ’ ' 


• (postage regulations) . 


orders to APO or FPO addresses or to foreign countries □ Alopecia 


Copyright 19^6, Carl Brandenfels 



THE TYPEWRITER CAN BE MADE TO PAY FOR 
ITSELF AND SHOW YOU A WEEKLY PROFIT! 


JUST 

$400 
Idown 

’and^l 
A WEEK 


THE Remington Rand 

j PORTABLE TYPEWRITER CAN BE 

^^■00 YOURS FOR ONLY $1.00 PER WEEK. 

InnWN amazing port- 

HUUflll able Remington Rand Typewriter for 
I Qtirl week. This world re- 

nown beautiful quiet typewriter will 
be sent to you factory sealed and lO'O^ 
fully guaranteed in an attractive carry- 
ing case. You will also receive a sim- 
plified typing instruction book so that you can easily learn 
how to type in your own home. No expensive lessons are 
necessary. Thousands upon thousands have increased their 
earning power this way. And if you act right now, we will 
also send you a booklet “how to earn money at home 
WITH YOUR TYPEWRITER.” Let the typewriter pay for itself 
and still show you a good profit. This offer is for persons 
over 21 who are employed or any housewife. Just think 
what this means to any high school boy or girl or for those 
going to college. It will help them considerable in their 
schooling and to earn higher grades. But you must act fast 
as the quicker you order the quicker you will get your type- 
writer. Send $1.00 with your order. The dollar will be 
credited to your account or will be refunded if you are not 
satisfied. This may prove the best buy you ever made . . . 
Rush $1.00 Now! 


ONLY $1.00 PER WEEK— GET YOUR FACTORY SEALED 
GUARANTEED TYPEWRITER DELIVERED NOW! 

Remington Rand Portable Typewriter 

Brighten up the face of your 
son or daughter! You can do *•'■"■■■ ■ 

this and more. You can also 
learn how to earn money in 
your spare time. And to get 
this gift you don’t have to pay 
a cent for 30 days. You get a 
brand new factory sealed, 

guaranteed Remington Rand Portable Typewriter in the 
next few days for just a dollar a week. For ordering now, 
you get a book of complete simple typing instructions so 
that if you or someone around you wishes to learn they 
can do so quickly and easily. You also receive the booklet 

“how TO EARN MONEY AT HOME WITH YOUR TYPEWRITER.” 

This booklet has shown thousands how to make up to 
$40.00 a week typing at home in their spare time. You’ve 
got to hurry . . . the quicker you order the quicker you 


will get your typewriter. To start a brand 
new Remington Rand Portable Type- 
writer on its way to you just enclose a 
single dollar bill along with your name 
and address and fill out and mail coupon! 

MAIL COUPON NOW! 


INCLUDED 

Smartly stylad 
beautiful, sturdy 
corryirtg case, safe- 
ly locked from tom- 
pering bonds is 
included at no extra 
charge with the 
Quietwriter Sem- 
ington Rond Type- 
writer. 


SLOAN and PETERS CO.. Dept. 165 

318 Market St.. Newark. New Jersey 

I enclose $1.00. Send me fhe Remington Rartd Quietwriter Portable Typewriter 

ON THE Remington Rand deferred payment agreement 

The undersigned hereby purchoses from the deoler indicated below the machines or equipment described herein, 
ond agrees to oil of the following terms ond conditions of this Agreement. 

Title to the above described equipment shall net pass to the purchaser until the entire indebtedness evidenced 
by this agreement is paid In full. 

Purchaser agrees to pay the bolonce due hereunder in 35 equal monthly instollments of $4.33, and o final payment 
of $4.15 which shell be poyoble on the 10th day of each month hereofter until paid in full, ond ogrees that if any 
poyment is not mode within 10 days after the dote when due. Remington Rond may declare the total unpaid balance 
due and payable forthwith. As on olternotive Remingon Rond moy elect to demand the immediate return of the 
equipment which will be deliverd by the undersigned forthwith upon such demand, in the event that collection of 
the unpaid balance, or the return of the equipment is referred to on attorney or o collection agency, purchaser agrees 
to pay all collection or repossession expenses and chorges in connection therewith. 

If the above described equipment is repossessed, all amounts theretofore paid by the undersigned purchaser on 
account hereof sholt be considered rental for the period while iit the undersigned's possession and upon payment 
of repossession expenses, if any, his agreement shall be deemed liquidated and the undersigned purchaser dis- 
chorged os to any unpaid balance and other liobility hereunder. 

Purchaser ogrees to keep the equipment in good condition and assumes full responsibility for some, including its 
loss by theft, domoge or destruction. 

The undersigued purchaser agrees to oeeepf delivery of the above mentioned equipment upon eeceptanee of 
this agreement by Remington Rend Pivision of Sperry Rend Cerperetten end oehnewledges receipt of e copy 
ef this agreement. 

HiKnature of Date of 

Purriiaser Contract 

Print Nam* 

of Purchaser 

Address of 

Purchaser 


Q Check here if you wont Elite type. 
Q Check here if you want Pico type. 
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Account Kumber 


EQUIPMKNT DESCRIPTION 


Purchaser shall make all payments di- 
rectly to; Reroinston Rand Dlvlsian of 
hperry Rand Conwratlon. 


FILL OUT IN FULL! 

ALL INFOITMATION KEPT IN 
STRICTEST CONFIDENCE 


SMGS HERE 

APPLICATION FOR CREDIT 
INDIVIDUALS 


Dealer. ...SLOAN and PETERS CO.. 
Address.... 318 MARKER* ST 


If applicant Is a minor, information below 
must be In the name of parent or guardian 
signing the contract as Guarantor. 

1. Age I Marital Status INumberof 


[Own or Rent? 


City or Tow;n 

Name of 
Guarantor. . . . . 
Signature of 
Guarantor. . . . 


Zone State 


To be completed by Guarantor. If any 
Address 

City or Town 


. Name and 
Address of 
Present 
Employer: 


8. Name and 
Address of 
Last 
Previous 
EraploreT 


Name of bank 

TRADE REFERENCES: (IF INDIVIDUAL, SHOW WITH WHOM YOU HAVE HAD TIME 
PAYMENT ACCOUNTS.) 

Name Address 

Account number. If any Balance due? City and State 

Name Address 

Account number, if any Balance due? City and State 

Nam* Address 

Account number. If any Balance due? City and Stale 

PERSONAL REFERENCES: 

Name Address 




City or Town 


Zone 


Stale 


nearest relative not 

living with you Relationship 

Address 

Street and Number City or Town Zone State 

81-1183 Rev. S 3S8-AO Copyright ® 195S hy Sperr)' Rand Corponllon 


Total Price $132.57 

Leu Cash 

and/or 

Trade-In 

Allowance — $ 1.00 


Contract Bal- 
ance Payable in 
Installments 
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A strong form-fitting washable 
support designed to give you 
relief and comfort. Snaps up in 
front. Adjustable back-lacing and 
adjustable leg straps. Soft flat 
groin pad — no steel or leather 
bands. Unexcelled for comfort, 
invisible under light clothing. 
Washable and sanitary. Can be 
worn under girdles and corsets. 
Also used as after-operation sup- 
port. Sizes for men, women and 
children. 
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MAIL THIS HANDY 
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Be Sure to State Size and Side 
When Orderingl Order two for 
change off when laundering. 
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PIPER BRACE CO., Dept. RG- 47 
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Vj^HEN HE*s DOWN, kick for the head and groin. Never make it 
^ on the scene unless you’re shanked and the blade’s got six 
inches on a quick switch. 

Avoid cops. Play it cool. 

There aren’t many rules in the primer for gang kids, but they 
all count. They’re all easily understood because they use a simple 
philosophy: it’s a stinking life, so get your kicks while you can; 
the gang is home, take what you want, tell them nothing — and 
don’t get caught. 

I wanted to find out how the kid gangs applied that philosophy. 


One off them had a 
long stiletto and she 
was slicing up that girl 
with all the aplomb off 
a butcher • • • 


By HARLAN ELLISON 





But books on juvenile delinquen- 
cy didn’t have the answers. 

To get the facts that social 
workers could not obtain, I ran 
with a kid gang, and did what 
they did, saw what they did, be- 
came sick at what they did. Let’s 
call the gang I joined The Barons. 

I had been in the club for two 
weeks. My introduction to the 
Barons had been in a “malt shop” 
called Nicky’s on the one main 
street of the Baron’s territory. 
From people in the neighborhood 
I had gathered this was the place 
to go if you wanted trouble. 

My first meeting was as auspi- 
cious as I’d hoped. In making a 
path to the telephone, one of the 
girls, sprawled at a table, gave me 
a 14 carat come-on. 

“I stopped picking green apples 
like you when I was 13, sister,” I 
said, smiled, and went on to the 
telephone. 

I didn’t know it, but I had just 
taken my head in my hands. You 
just don’t sass a gang girl. I had, 
and it struck a funny bone some- 
where in the crowd. The joint 
rocked and when I came out of the 
booth one of the boys was remark- 
ing, ‘That’s the first one in weeks 
to shut you up, Floss.” 

This, I figured, was a good time 
to make my pitch. 

I kept smiling and told them I’d 
buy Cokes for the crowd. The “set- 
’em-up-for-the-crowd” routine is so 
old its got crutches, but it works. 

It worked. 

After two weeks, I was a full- 
fledged Baron. I had the right to 
attend all Baron functions and 
blasts. I had the right to wear a 
Baron jacket at official affairs. I 
had the right to call myself a 
Baron and pull jobs in Baron turf. 

I had the right to get myself 
slashed or blown open in a rumble. 

Rumble noises were spreading 
all through lower Brooklyn as the 
result of a fight over a girl at a 
dance some weeks before. 

A Flyer had found out about 
the dance in Baron territory and 
assembled his forces. One of the 
Flyers took over a Baron girl while 
her date was off tanking up on 
sneaky pete wine. 

The other Baron girls, some- 
times called the Auxiliaries, the 
Rockettes, the chicks, the Debs, 
or usually, just the broads, made 
a short line to the Baron, and gave 
him the word. 

When he got back, the Flyer 
was dancing with his woman, and 
a stand was called. 

A stand is when single combat 

12 


becomes necessary. 

All the Barons and Flyers filed 
out quietly to the parking lot to 
watch as their two men went at 
it. The YMCA directors may have 
wondered why their dance was 
suddenly quiet and without par- 
ticipants. 

Now they know. They didn’t 
then. 

The stand wasn’t pretty to 
watch, but everything at least 
looked fine till the Baron pulled 
a zip-gun and put a .22 bullet 
through the Flyer’s chest. 

In a matter of seconds, the en- 
tire parking lot was crowded with 
fighting, swearing, bloodthirsty 
kids. 

In case you’ve been lucky 
enough never to be near one, let 
me brief you: gang rumbles aren’t 
pretty. 

The common weapons are 
switch-blade knives, clubs, broken 
bottles, blackjacks, brass knucks 
and lead pipes. 

But American know-how covers 
the gang kid, too. He has his own 
weapons — like the raw potato 
studded with half-a-dozen double- 
edged razor blades. Or the snap- 
ped-off radio antenna of a car, 
mounted on a block of wood, with 
a rubber band driving a lethal .22 
bullet — the “zip”-gun. Or the 
sheath-knife, carried behind the 
neck in an oiled case, honed to 
razor-sharpness. Or the lit cigaret 
in the eye. 

But more than that, gang war- 
fare is typified by a callous disre- 
gard for rules of simple decency. 

A cat down is a cat that can’t 
bother you, man! Stomp him! Wear 
Army boots, kick him in the throat, 
in the face, kick him where he 
lives! Smash him from behind with 
a brick! Flat edge of the hand in 
the Adam’s apple! Drive your 
hand down hard on the bridge of 
his nose — smash the nose and send 
bone splinters into his brain! 

And after it’s over, slip your 
switch or zip to your Deb, to be 
shoved in her bra or garter belt 
or pants-top; cops don’t frisk the 
chicks, they get away clean. Or, 
if you play it alone, use the po- 
tato-and-blades routine and then 
heave the weapon down the near- 
est sewer. 

The police broke up that rum- 
ble before it really got going. A 
few went to the hospital, in bad 
shape, but it was a dull play — no 
one was killed. 

The Barons sent out the word. 

The word was retaliation. 

Next nighty a lone Flyer, walk- 


ing to the corner, was jumped from 
a slow-moving car by a gang of 
Barons, and thrown through the 
front window of a nearby bar. 

So the War Councilors got to- 
gether. 

The rules were set, the lines 
were out, the studs were sharpen- 
ing their knives. This was to be 
the big rumble. 

Prospect Park at the appointed 
hour was teeming with gang kids. 
We had come on foot, in a devi- 
ous path, and the three strokes of 
the church bell marked our pas- 
sage. 

I was scared. I had gotten into 
this thing to write about it, not 
to get killed in the middle of it. 

We kept together, and I real- 
ized the soundness of the gang 
psychology: might is right, superi- 
ority in numbers. How could a 
kid hope to grow up in the streets 
without learning the truth of that 
credo? 

We came out from behind a line 
of parked cars and began crossing 
the street. 

The first shots exploded off to 
my right and I heard some high, 
adolescent voice scream in agony. 

The pitch-black of the park was 
suddenly fire-fly alive with gun- 
bursts and sparklers of flame. Most 
of the shots were going wild, but 
occasionally I could hear a thrash- 
ing and a cough. 

Apartment windows flew up at 
the first few shots. Cries and 
screams of rage floated through 
the trees. Someone was howling 
for the cops. 

Someone else was lying under 
a tree, clutching his chest and re- 
citing “Hail Marys” with a swollen 
tongue. 

I was sick to my stomach. I 
was sorry I’d ever wanted to find 
out how street gangs operated. I 
was finding out, and I might not 
live to write about it. 

It was no holds barred, and they 
liked that. I hung back a little 
and watched the kids go scream- 
ing past me, right into the face of 
that horror. 

First boy through the trees was 
caught in the eye by a long pole 
with a piece of glass on the end. 
His screams brought the rest run- 
ning. 

Then I heard the zips come into 
play. Many a Baron and Flyer 
thanked a seldom-addressed God 
that zips had no accuracy. Even 
so the casualty rate was high. 

Before I knew what I was doing, 
I was running among them. A 
black shape heaved up out of a 



These teen-age delinquents light up reefers to put them in mood for the desperate acts that may 


bush as I passed and I felt a blast 
of pain that numbed my right arm 
completely. I swung, and smashed 
my brass-knucked fist into the face 
of the boy who held a heavy club. 
I felt his head snap around under 
the blow and he crumpled at my 
feet. 

I grabbed the club from him. It 
was a sawed-off chair-leg of iron- 
wood with a hunk of lead in one 
end. It was heavy as a brick — and 
a lot deadlier. 

One of the Debs was squawking 
in a broken wail, and I saw two 


Flyer Debs working her over. One 
of them had a long stiletto, and 
she was slicing up that girl with 
all the aplomb of a butcher. 

I jumped them, not thinking, 
and smashed the hand that held 
the knife. The girl bellowed. I hit 
the other one in the stomach, a 
long, driving smash with the club, 
and then half the Flyer club was 
down my shirt. 

The last thing I saw for a long 
while was the face of that Baron 
Deb, her skin stripped away, the 
blood running in streams over her 


cheeks. 

She had got her kicks. 

So did I. I didn’t wake up for 
quite a while. 

I was a ball of pain, lying un- 
der a bush, with the howling and 
screaming and swearing still float- 
ing over my head, and the blood 
running down my face, and my 
arm useless, but I was still alive. 

I could see, though I was cry- 
ing and my eyes burned, and I 
watched that rumble from the 
safety of the ground. 

{Continued on page 50) 
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T his, then, was the way death 
came to some men. I stood 
looking down at the bloody form 
and I shuddered. Then I turned to 
the excited native and said, “Have 
someone come for this man’s body. 
We’ll go on and hunt down the 
bull.” 

Like that. Just as if it were go- 
ing to be all simple and quick and 
easy. 

We left the dead man and 
plunged into the jungle. Some- 
thing was biting my calf. I lifted 
the pants leg. An ugly, lead-colored 
form several inches long was ex- 
panding and contracting, working 
its blood-sucking mechanism deep 
into my skin. I cursed and drew 
my knife blade across it. Another 
was already measuring its way up 
my boot. Land leeches. The place 
swarmed with them. 

I turned and looked back 
through the screen of vegetation 
at the dead man we had left. For 
a moment I seemed to be seeing 
myself lying there in the mud and 
tangle of this Dutch East Indies 
Island. I could picture the pigmy 
buffalo bull charging me, its 
straight, IS-inch stiletto horns 
aimed at my belly. I could imagine 
myself going down, as that man 
had, bloody and dying, and with 
the damnable swarming land 
leeches hurrying to help drain me. 
Much of this was to come true. 
I had hunted over much of 
Asia. When I first heard of the 
anoa, I made a mental note that 
someday I would try to collect 
one. I had never given any thought 
to the creature as dangerous. 

And so, offered a chance by the 
resident boss of a British export 
firm to go with him on a tour of 
the company’s Dutch affiliates on 
Celebes, I jumped at it. We looked 
over the nutmeg plantations, the 
copra warehouses. Finally we went 


By HORTON McQUADE 

into the interior to see the firm’s 
lumbering operations. 

At our base camp there, we were 
served anoa meat. We learned 
that the natives hunt the animals 
extensively for food. We also 
learned that an anoa bull, with 
exceptionally long horns, had re- 
cently badly gored a Macassar 
workman not far from our camp. 

My ears went up immediately. 
I suggested that perhaps I should 
hunt down the bull. But the bull 
struck again before I could get 
under way. 

My Toala guide circled the 
bush silently, coming back to me 
from time to time to report. Pres- 
ently he came padding up to me, 
slipping half-hunched through the 
tangle of vegetation. He motioned 
for me to come with him. 

Near a spring, surrounded by 
rattan palms, the Toala paused 
and pointed to the ground. Tracks 
quite similar to those of domestic 
cattle, but smaller, were plain in 
the soft earth by the spring. From 
my knowledge of big game in gen- 
eral, I would have guessed the 
tracks had been made by an ani- 
mal standing no more than three 
and a half feet at the shoulder. 
The Toala beckoned me to a bush 
beside the bubbling spring. 

He broke off a branch and 
handed it to me. The branch had 
been rubbed by a horn. Blood was 
spread the entire length of the 
rub. I stared, fascinated, then im- 
pulsively I dropped the branch. I 
found myself nauseated, trem- 
bling. The murderer bull had stop- 
ped here to drink, then clean his 
murder weapons. 

I started to speak to the guide. 
He held up his hand for silence. 
He knelt and sniffed at the bull’s 
track, as if he were a trail hound. 


Then he made a clever drawing 
in the earth with a twig. First he 
drew lines that indicated a man — 
the dead man. Then he drew a cir- 
cle at a short distance and pointed 
to the spring. Farther out, he drew 
the anoa bull. In other words, here 
was the distance from dead man 
to spring — and there was how 
much farther on he suspected the 
bull had traveled since drinking. 

He arose and motioned. We 
crept like cats on into the dark, 
dank jungle. He picked out a single 
track here, a broken branch there, 
a .bush bent aside. He moved slow- 
ly, patiently. 

Suddenly he froze. He turned 
his head slightly, looked at me, 
touched his nose. He tilted his 
head back, inhaled in exaggerated 
fashion, touched his nose again. 
He was telling me he could smell 
the anoa. 

I was not certain I should be- 
lieve him. But even as he squat- 
ted, going through his ridiculous 
routine, off to our left a branch 
snapped. Presently there came the 
unmistakable sound of an animal 
browsing, then blowing through its 
nose, as cattle often do when they 
feed. 

We squirmed toward the sound. 
One careful step. Another. Anoth- 
er. Now, through a screen of leaves 
I saw an animal move. But this 
was not the beast we sought. This 
one was moving in from the op- 
posite direction. A second form 
moved up behind this one. I raised 
a hand and eased the leaves aside. 
I was confronted by my first anoa. 
A young bull, followed by a cow, 
was staring toward the spot where 
the murderer must be lurking. 

They were unspectacular look- 
ing creatures. My previous guess 
as to size had been correct. They 
stood only a little over three feet 
at the shoulder. Light brown wool- 



ly hair covered much of their bod- 
ies, but it was worn off in spots 
so that the tough hide showed bare 
and ugly. 

Their tails were only about half 
the normal length for cattle. Their 
shoulders seemed more narrow, 
their necks and heads less bulky. 
The horns on the young bull slant- 
ed back, without curve. They were 
short, small in circumference, but 
sharp. 

I could not believe there was 
anything especially dangerous 
about such creatures. But sudden- 
ly the jungle exploded. 

From our right the hidden bull 
let out a curious bawl of rage and 
hurled himself through the vege- 
tation. The ears of the young bull 
pricked upward, his shoulders 
hunched, his head went low. The 
murderer hove into sight, vines 
and ripped branches trailing. 

My eyes popped. The murderer 
was a wholly different sort of 
beast. Not a hair graced his thick 
and filthy hide. Age, wear and tear 
had stripped his hide clean, as it 
often does to these animals. 

The Toala was hissing in my 
ear, tugging at my elbow. Meat, 
good meat was about to get away. 

I raised the rifle, curled my arm 
into the sling. I rammed the bar- 
rel through the leaves, laid the 
sights on the big old murderer, 
and squeezed. He went down with 
a crash. 

Before the hunched young bull 
could react, I swung and snapped 
a shot into him. The cow wheeled 
with a snort. I dropped her in her 
tracks. It was not trick shooting. 
They were so close they couldn’t 
be missed. 

The Toala let out a whoop and 
went bounding forward. I follow- 
ed. 

And then horror hit me like a 
sledge. 

I saw the old renegade shudder 
and then somehow he was on his 
feet. One second he was flat and 
apparently dead, the next he was 
hulking there with head lowering 
and legs pumping, charging 
iContinued on page 56 ) 
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INSIDE 


A HOKE OF SIN 


m 




THE SHUTTERED WINDOWS OF A HOUSE ON THE TANGIER'S WATERFRONT 
HIDE GUILT, SHAME, PASSION. NOW RAGE'S CAMERA OPENS THE BLINDS .. . 


'T'he pictures on these and the 
next four pages show a side of 
life rarely before photographed. 
Taken in Tangier, capital of Mor- 
occo, the pictures tear open the 
“curtain of sin” that has long hid 
the most evil houses of sin in the 
world today. 

These girls are as cosmopolitan 
as Tangier itself. They are French, 


Spanish, Portugese, and English. 
They range in age from 14 to 
over 50. They will sell their souls 
for a few dollars. 

In Tangier, prostitution is legal 
provided the houses obey police 
regulations. A police officer regu- 
larly checks up to see that the 
laws are being obeyed. But even 
the most urbane citizen of Tan- 


gier admits that something should 
be done to save these girls from 
their lives of degradation. 

But with the houses an attrac- 
tion that brings tourists from all 
over Europe, and with a reputa- 
tion for its evilness, Tangier is not 
very likely in the near future to 
put the lid finally on its world- 
famed “houses of sin.” 
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The visitor arrives at the 
gate to the house. This is 
always kept locked, is only 
opened by giving a password 
to girls in charge of gate. 


He meets one of the girls, 
about to leave for the week 
end (each girt is required 
by law and custom to work 
only six days each week). 





Visitor is entertained in 
an anteroom of the house 
by several of the girls. 
Rates for girls vary from 
75 cents up to 5 dollars. 


Girl gets her pay. She can 
keep 40 per cent of what 
she collects, with the rest 
going to the house. Girls 
make over $100 a week. 






OiNCE MY JOB was taking care 
^ of records for the Communist 
Party in my native city of Pisa, 
Italy, I had access to many Red 
secrets — even though I myself was 
not a member of the party. They 
watched me very closely and their 
watchfulness was to cause me the 
most ignominious moment of my 
life — a dreadful whipping from the 
terrifying cat-of-nine tails. 

I was hired by the Communists 
because my university studies had 
made me somewhat of an expert 
on the handling of membership 
lists for organizations such as po- 
litical parties. I didn’t care too 


much about the job but this was 
the summer of 1948 — when liter- 
ally millions of young Italians like 
myself were unemployed. 

The event leading to my flagel- 
lation was an unfortunate one. I 
had been befriended by one Mauro 
Albini, a blond lad who had served 
in the Bersaglieri. Albini gained 
my full confidence and thus ac- 
cess one night to the files in the 
office. He disappeared, and it de- 
veloped he was working for a news- 
paper in Genoa. 

The Reds surmised my guilt. 
My office manager, Pietro Ragusa, 
asked me to call my father one 
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"Swoosh — and the 'cat' chewed and clawed at nny bleeding flesh." 


afternoon to tell him that I would 
be home late from work. He led 
me to an old hotel building several 
kilometers away from my office, 
about a stone’s throw from the 
Arno River near the Via Roma. 

“Signore,” he said once we were 
inside, “you have committed a 
grave offense against me and the 
Party. Although no great harm has 
been done by your indiscretion, we 
feel that you are nevertheless to 
be punished for your offense. 
Word of this incident to either the 
police or your friends will result 
in serious mishap for beloved 
members of your family. Telo gi- 
UTO, ragazzo!” 

Daring not to resist or flee and 
suspecting a bluff, I waited with 
Ragusa and several other appar- 
ently disinterested individuals till 
dusk. When it was nearly eight 
o’clock four more people, one of 
them a plump woman in her thir- 
ties, came into the building. From 
their talk it became evident that 
she too had committed an offense 
of some nature and that she too 
had been brought for chastisement. 
In time we were led downstairs 
to a cellar which had once been 
used for the storage of wines and 
liqueurs. 


It was a small chamber with 
cobblestones, dark corners and sev- 
eral empty barrels and shelves. A 
table and three chairs were at one 
side and a yellowed lamp hung at 
one end of a dusty wire from the 
ceiling. The smell of fresh wine 
was still strong and pleasing. Ra- 
gusa then asked me point-blank if 
I had allowed a non-party mem- 
ber to see the office files. I offered 
a denial but he cut me short and 
told me he knew all. Turning to 
the others he exchanged several 
words in a dialect I did not recog- 
nize. The men conversed with the 
woman in dialect and finally nod- 
ded their heads in assent. 

The woman appeared terrified. 
One of them tied her wrists and 
she listened with terror as a pro- 
nouncement of her sentence was 
made. Fifty lashes were to be her 
reward for the offense which was 
left unnamed. One of the Reds 
removed his jacket and shirt, ex- 
tracted a whip from a valise and 
made ready to perform as execu- 
tioner. 

A sick feeling came to the pit 
of my stomach. 

The woman began to sob. The 
Red laid down his instrument, 
grabbed her arms and raised them 


over her head where he affixed 
the cord to a post and beam. Her 
garments were ripped off and she 
stood there, nude from the waist 
up. She was a lovely woman of 
matured qualities. 

“She is to be well whipped,” 
Ragusa said. The burly execution- 
er nodded and picked up his whip. 
It was a long, black, snake-looking 
instrument with hard little knots 
running from the handle to the 
tip. With her arms tethered, the 
victim looked behind her at the 
executioner; she still did not be- 
lieve that she was to be subjected 
to the punishment. 

Nor did I. 

The Red retreated a few steps 
and measured the distance with a 
practiced eye. Now raising the 
whip overhead full length, he 
brought his arm down with all the 
force he could. The whip whistled 
in mid-air, snapped like a light- 
ning bolt and wrapped itself 
across the shoulders of the trem- 
bling woman. The leather clapped 
on her and curled around several 
times. She let out a shriek and 
strained at her bonds. 

I gaped incredulously at the red 
streak which appeared on the 
{Continued on page 54 ) 
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"SLOWLY I MOVED ONE 
HAND ALONG THE SAND- 
STONE, MY HEART POUND- 
ING INSIDE ME LIKE A 
JACKHAMMER. . 


By WILLARD LUCE 


O NCE AGAIN I read the sign. 

“Warning; Do not enter when 
raining.” Well what the hell, it 
wasn’t raining. Only a few drops 
now and then. 

I sat there in the Ford for a 
long moment looking up ahead. 
Black, heavy clouds rolled down 
over the rugged outline of Capitol 
Reef. Lightning jerked across the 
face of the clouds. Thunder beat 
down on the land like the violent, 
savage pounding of a drum. 

I stepped from the car and held 
my hand out, palm upward. Two 
drops of rain splattered in it. 

I shook my head, trying to 
make my thoughts come clear. 
Below the clouds, the dirt road- 
way snaked its way into the twist- 
ing earth-scar that was Capitol 
Gorge. I had been through the 
gorge maybe a dozen times and I 
knew it was no place to be during 
a flood. The gorge knifes its way 
down through a thousand feet of 
sandstone. At the narrows, it is 20 
feet wide at the bottom and a 
thousand feet deep. The road and 
the usually dry stream bed run 
as one strip right through the bot- 
tom. 

Lightning flashed again. The 
thunder cracked almost instantly, 
making me cringe and duck a lit- 
tle. Then I held out my hand once 
more. When no drops of rain fell 
in it, I crawled back into the Ford 


Arrow points to stake that author hoped might save him. 


and kicked it into gear. It was 
only three or four miles through 
the reef. It was a slow, rough three 
or four miles, but once through it 
there would be no more danger 
from floods. At Torrey I would hit 
the hard top and be home hours 
sooner than if I turned around 
and went out by the Hanksville- 
Greenriver road. After almost a 
month of prospecting for uranium 
along the lower reaches of the 
Dirty Devil river, I was ready to 
get home. 

I kept the car in second. For 
rough driving there’s no gear bet- 
ter than second. It gives you pow- 
er when you need it, and all the 


speed a road like that will take. 

Rain started coming down and 
I turned on the wipers. 

In no time at all the canyon 
walls shot up, high and broken, 
on either side. From high above I 
could hear the strange, eerie sound 
of the wind. Occasionally gusts hit 
the car and shook it like giant 
hands. 

If I could have turned around 
then, I would have. But here the 
walls of the gorge pushed in on 
either side, shoving the road and 
the stream bed into a narrow, 
broken channel. At other places 
the road was edged on either side 
(Continued on page 58) 
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FRANCE’S NEWEST ^ 

SEXY Star 

PARIS CHOOSES FRESH FACES AND FEMININE FIGURES FOR ITS MOST 
POPULAR NEW SHOWS— GAELIC GIRLS WHO ARE GOING PLACES! 


iets 


Costumes of starlets range from simulated doves to old-fashioned hobble 
skirts. Wearing feathers at left Is Edith George. Above: Marie Reine. 
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W ITH NEVER enough pretty faces to satisfy 
the world’s motion picture audiences, pro- 
ducers and talent scouts are constantly on the 
search for new, beautiful talent. On these and the 
next few pages, RAGE .brings you a handful of the 
girls whom Parisian experts predict may be among 
the celluloid sirens of the near future. 


Anne Marie Mersen has a slight swimming crisis 







Richest source for new screen talent in iurope lies in the chorus and showgirls 
who scintillate in famed continental cabarets and intimate theaters 

m 


From the Mayot Theatre in Montmartre, Mile. Pat. 


Anne Mersen, all dry, in a show-stopping costume. 




Without prudish censorship laws restricting cabaret performances, Continental clubs present starlets like Mile. Christine 
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Out of feathers, into black slip is Edith George. 






Jacqueline Pierreux gets ready for dip in pool 











I SHOT MATA HARI ! 


For fhe first time, one of fhe killers of the beaufiful spy 
fells how it feels to watch hot lead rip a woman apart 
By TAHAR BEN KHARDIN as told to SENECA N. GATES 


O N A DRAB, bleak Monday morn- 
ing, I shot to death the cen- 
tury’s most glamorous female spy. 
She died with more courage than 
most men — but there have been 
too many mythical stories about 
how she died in front of my firing 
squad. So let me give you the 
true facts. 

One thing I can tell you right 
off. A lot of people have claimed 
she suddenly tore open her chin- 
chilla coat, bared her breasts to 
make a better target, then blew a 


kiss at the soldiers as we fired. 

This far-fetched story just is not 
true. The real truth about how 
Marguerite Gertrude Zelle was 
executed is far more interesting. 

That morning of October 15, 
1917, is etched in my mind, for I 
was one of the twelve Zouaves de- 
tailed by the French Army to 
share in the execution of an en- 
emy espionage agent known all 
over the world by her stage name 
— Mata Hari. 

I was at Fort Vincennes when 


the order came through for the 
woman to be slain at about sun- 
rise. We had to undergo an early 
reveille and roll call. It was chilly, 
and dawn was just lighting up a 
gray sky while a nearby factory 
whistle called the early laborers 
to work. During assembly, my 
C.O. read off the detail of 12 men, 
all Negroes from Algeria as it 
turned out, to serve on the firing 
squad. My name was on the list. 

I wasn’t sure whether I liked 
(.Continued on page 48) 
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ALL ABOUT 
NAKEDNESS 
-THE 
GREATEST 
SEX FEAR 

By ROBERT MINES 

Chief Psychologist, North Carolina State Hospital 


N ot long ago, a young insur- 
ance salesman reported for 
an Army physical examination. He 
wa« told to undress. The young 
man looked desperately around 
the room for a moment, then faint- 
ed. 

Later Army doctors asked him 
if it were because of shame over 
some body abnormality. The 
young man said this wasn’t the 
case — he simply couldn’t tolerate 
being nude. 

Deciding this was a sign of real 
maladjustment, the Army doctors 
rejected him for military service. 
Obviously he was an extreme 


case. But even in this age of brief 
bathing suits, there are still many 
people who object to removing 
the last garment that stands be- 
tween them and nudity, even 
when conditions make it necessary. 

Moreover, there are others who 
will strip if they have to, but who 
wouldn’t think of doing it “just 
for fun.” One doctor told me, for 
instance, of a young married couple 
who consulted him with the com- 
plaint that their relationship was 
becoming too routine. He suggest- 
ed nudity as a means of making 
it more exciting. But, they said, 
such an idea was “unthinkable.” 


Their attitude is unfortunate for 
doctors have found that excessive 
prudery can ruin a marriage. 

“Naturally,” one specialist in in- 
ternal medicine remarked, “no 
one should take to the streets 
wearing only his best smile; but 
it’s equally obvious that for a 
grown man to be afraid to be seen 
nude by other men is, at the least, 
pretty abnormal.” 

In connection with this tenden- 
cy, doctors have discovered some 
interesting things: 

•There are certain men who 
can be quite comfortable while 
naked in a group but who get ex- 
tremely nervous being in the nude 
with just one other person — of ei- 
ther sex. 

•There are some men who, sur- 
prisingly, can be naked with a 
woman, hut who will refuse to un- 
dress in front of another man. 

•There are men who’ll undress 
in front of others in winter, but, 
amazingly enough, will hang onto 
their clothes for dear life all sum- 
mer. 

•Since Adam and Eve were the 
first people to experience shame 
about their nakedness, this prob- 
ably stacks up as the oldest sex 
problem. Let’s see what brings it 
on most acutely in this modern 
age. 

In the matter of personal nak- 
edness, the male sex is usually 
thought of as having less “shame” 
than women. 

But, amazingly, surveys show 
that when couples are newly mar- 
ried, a wife will often begin to 
undress in front of her husband a 
considerable time before he has 
nerve enough to do it in front of 
her. Along this same line, a man 
who visits prostitutes will fre- 
quently insist that she be without 
clothes, although he may still be 
partly dressed. 

Psychologists partly explain 
this by pointing out that, by tra- 
dition, a married woman “holds 
nothing back.” A man, on the oth- 
er hand, is less inclined to see 
himself as being entirely the pos- 
session of his wife. Similarly, the 
man purchasing satisfaction is apt 
to feel that he’s entitled to view 
the woman’s nude body, but that 
she possesses no similar right in 
connection with his. 

Research has also shown that a 
man’s sensitivity will usually have 
very little to do with his own body 
build. Along this line, Dr. Donald 
Powell Wilson, professor of psy- 
chology at Los Angeles State Col- 
lege and author of the best-selling 
(Confirmed on page 52) 
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While onlookers clap and whistle, Sarnia struts her stuff in a film. 


C HURNING HER HEFTY HIPS, belly 
dancer Sarnia Gamal (left), 
made a big splash in American 
newspapers just two years ago, but 
now, she is as forgotten by the 
U.S. male as the “Little Egypt,” 
of the Gay Nineties. 

Sarnia’s last big fling at being 
famous was her short-lived hitch 
as a woman soldier in Nasser’s 
army. She dropped her G-string 
for a fatigue uniform and posed 
holding a rifle for photographers. 
But, as you may recall, things got 
a little warm for soldiers in Egypt 
and little old Sarnia dropped her 
rifle and took off like a big bird. 
She wasn’t missed. 

The best thing that ever hap- 
pened to her was on that day in 
1951, when an American million- 
aire caught her act in Paris. Three 
days after he first spied her whirl- 
ing navel, Sheppard King III ask- 
ed the cooch dancer for her hand. 

Sarnia played it coy. “Why,” she 
said, “I am a Moslem, and cannot 
wed an infidel.” So, chomping at 
the bit, Sheppard King III, be- 
came Sheppard Abdullah King III. 

What could a girl do? What 
else? They were married. It was 
a bang-up affair, with the cere- 
mony strictly Moslem. Shep, or 
rather, Abdullah, answered the tra- 
ditional “I do,” in Arabic. 

As a wedding present, in addi- 
tion to a huge diamond ring. King 
provided Sarnia with a $30,000 
dowry. 

The rest followed the usual pat- 
tern: a few gentle spats, then a 
kiss-and-makeup session. Then 
more excited fights and prolonged 
attempts at getting together again. 
Finally, came the big blow-off and 
Abdullah turned from belly dan- 
cer Sarnia Gamal. 

He turned, of course, to belly 
dancer Nejla Ates. She did her 
wriggling Turkish style and King 
could hardly wait until she, too, 
accepted a diamond ring from him 
as, “A token of his esteem.” They 
announced their engagement short- 


WHATEVER HAPPENED TO 


SAmiA ^AmAi ? 







In her nifeclub act, Sarnia's veils hide more of audience than of her. 


Her Latin Quarter act dazes a Gl. 



Soldier Sarnia got dressed to join Nasser's army. 


ly thereafter. But engagement was 
as far as it would go this time. 
Sheppard King said that he was 
no longer engaged to Nejla, but 
had met Helen Fiske Smith, “Miss 
Washington of 1953,” and that she 
would be his wife. So much for 
Abdullah! 

Sarnia put the publicity she got 
out of her marriage to King to 
good use. It landed her contracts 
to “Shake that thing” in some of 


the biggest and hottest niteclubs 
in America, including the biggest 
and hottest of them all; New 
York’s fabulous Latin Quarter. 

What’s more, the publicity got 
her a fat movie contract from an 
Egyptian movie company and a 
slightly slimmer contract for a bit 
part in an American film. 

When she felt that jobs were 
not coming fast enough and that 
the power of fame was gone from 


her marriage to King, Sarnia, with 
a neat assist from her buzz-saw 
press-agent, arranged the Army 
enlistment fiasco. Why Nasser let 
it happen, can best be left to the 
imagination. 

But the trick worked and work- 
ed well, because that be-twitching 
Egyptian beauty, Sarnia Gamal, is 
again bumping and grinding her 
way through the American nite 
club circuit. 
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and the 


“PAULINE OPENED HER EYES, LOOKED PAST ME-AND SCREAMED” 



By GEORGE NUGENT 

A FRICA DOES things to white 
women. I’ve seen girls on their 
way out to marry men waiting for 
them. Aboard the ship they’re all 
starry-eyed. Then, between the 
Islands and Sierra Leone, they get 
languorous and quiet, and next 
thing you know they’ve hopped 
off half way along the coast to 
marry some bum they met for the 
first time aboard ship. 

There was a nice Scot girl who 
married a friend of mine. She stay- 
ed out three weeks and beat it 
back home as fast as she could. 
Made her husband quit his job and 
go home, too. She told him she 
knew what happened to white 
women in that filthy climate; and 
she didn’t want to have her hus- 
band exposed to it. 

Maybe Freud could have ex- 
plained it. 

There was a lady in Cameroun, 
a quiet, reserved girl with a shy, 
touch-me-not manner. She didn't 
drink nor smoke and when you 
danced with her it was like step- 
ping around with a store dummy. 
Yet on moonlit nights her hus- 
band had to lock her up or she’d 
go wandering in the bush with no 
clothes on. 

Just as strange was Madame 
Puranelli. 

It happened outside Ebolowa, 
trading center for Southern Cam- 
eroun in French Equatorial Africa. 
There were two white women 
there, Madame Robinet, the M.O.’s 
wife and — after Monsieur Puran- 
elli arrived to relieve me as head 
of the trading post — his petite, 
dreamy-eyed spouse, Pauline. 

She was a lovely little thing 
from Nice; dark hair, pale, heart- 
shaped face, and curved like a 
carefully carved ivory miniature. 
He was an affected type with 
pointed mustache, curly hair and 


GORILLA 


liquid eyes. He wore gleaming 
white, belt-in-the-back suits and 
pointed shoes. He just devastated 
the ladies in the American Mis- 
sion some distance outside Ebo- 
lowa. 

He must have had some idea 
that ail Americans are millionaires 
by the way he neglected his wife 
and the post for the ladies at the 
the Mission. It was okay with me, 
for I got to entertain the exquisite 
Pauline. 

At least it would have been okay 
if she hadn’t had such queer ideas 
of entertainment. 

Right away she wanted to be 
taken to where she could watch 
gorillas. There were plenty of the 
brutes around Ebolowa. Above the 
township was a hill lousy with 
them. At night we could hear them 
slamming their chests and hoo- 
hooing. Sometimes they’d get into 
their horrible screaming battles 
and it was like the sound effects 
from Hell, 

Nothing would do but I must 
take her up Gorilla Hill. It meant 
a long walk around the foot of 
the hill to a trail used by the Bulus 
to collect some herbs they liked. 
She was carried that far in a ham- 
mock. But the boys just plain sat 
down and refused to carry her up 
the hill. 

“So we walk,” she said gaily. 
‘‘Allez-yr 

We walked, up the narrow zig- 
zag trail, through tall mahogany 
trees, then smaller secondary bush. 
At the ridge was a sort of hut 
used for shelter. I hoped to reach 
that before we went back. 

It was hot and the bush hem- 
med us in with a million shades of 
green. Twice we smelled the hot 
stench of a lair. Her eyes went 
big. 

Once we heard a coughing grunt 
and something flitted off between 
the trees. 

"C’est un ^orille?" she breathed. 

I told her yes and she wanted 
to follow it. I explained it was best 
to get to the hut where we could 
see for some distance. 

So we went on and then, round- 
ing a bend in the trail, we walked 


into one of the biggest gorillas I’ve 
ever seen. 

He was one of the red-headed 
kind, with an almost human face. 
His mask was black and the eyes 
not too deeply set, his snout more 
shaped than the usual two holes 
of the big mountain gorilla. He 
was squatting, staring straight at 
us, his big knuckled hands between 
his hind feet. 

I froze tight. My rifle hung by 
its sling from my right shoulder. 
I had as much chance of bringing 
it into action as I had of killing 
that beast without it. So we stood 
motionless, the animal watching 
us and idly scratching his belly. 
Then I became aware of Pauline. 
Her eyes were bugged out, her 
face like marble, her lips parted. 

She moved. The animal started, 
head up. I snatched for my rifle 
and he gave a sideways bound, 
graceful as a seal, and was gone. 

“Alors!” she gasped, “Un vrai 
iorille” 

“Sure,” I told her. “Now we’d 
better be getting back to the bun- 
galow.” 

“O/j non.'” She was emphatic. 
We had to follow that beast and 
see where he went. She wanted 
to see how the gorillas lived. 

“Look,” I said, “Gorillas don’t 
like people. We’re liable to be rip- 
ped to bits.’” 

She eyed me, cold as a snake. 

“Go back then,” she said and 
turned to follow the trail. 

She just didn’t have enough 
sense to be afraid. And yet there 
seemed to be something else, 
something strange in this small, 
frail little female, a sort of iron 
confidence. I had to go along. 

We reached the rest hut, and 
sat down in what was left of the 
verandah to get our bearings. 

Below us the hill fell away un- 
til the tree tops looked like green 
puff balls. At the bottom, maybe 
two miles distant, were the red 
roofs of the Ebolowa hospital, jail 
and bungalows. I had sandwiches 
and a bottle of wine wrapped in a 
wet cloth to keep it cool. I sug- 
gested a drink. 

No sir. She wanted to see gor- 


illas. She was restless as a cat. 

“Wait here, you’ll see plenty,” I 
told her. “But don’t move or you’ll 
frighten them away.” 

We sat and after a while she 
ate something and drank her share 
of the wine. We heard them mov- 
ing about as the afternoon wore 
on, and saw the trees shake as the 
big animals pulled the branches 
about. 

It was about three that we heard 
a bleating and saw a harness an- 
telope come rushing up the trail. 
A great, shapeless creature bound- 
ed behind it. Then we saw a go- 
rilla swing down from a tree and 
hit the antelope with a mighty 
arm. 

The little creature bleated again 
and flipped off the path like a de- 
flated wineskin. The two gorillas 
capered about the dead antelope, 
pulling at it, flogging it with great, 
flapping paws, I wanted to be sick. 
I’d never seen anything like that 
before. And, without thinking, I 
threw up my rifle and fired. The 
two gorillas disappeared. 

That woman turned on me like 
a fishwife. What did I mean by 
firing at those animals? How dared 
I shoot without orders? Her face 
was sharp as a ferret’s and her 
voice strident and jarring. I ran 
to look at the antelope. Almost 
every bone in its body was brok- 
en. I went back. 

“Look,” I said to her. “I’ve never 
seen anything like that before. I’ve 
heard of it, though; gorillas beat- 
ing other animals to death just 
for fun. But I think we’d better 
get back. That thing over there 
will give you some idea of what 
happens when a gorilla gets mad 
at you.” 

She sulked all the way back. 
And her husband raised hell with 
me for not bringing her back 
earlier. That suited me. I hoped I 
wouldn’t have to take her gorilla 
peeping any more. 

But I was wrong. The follow- 
ing day she flounced into the post 
and said I was to take her up 
gorilla hill that afternoon. She had 
a little camera and wanted to 
take pictures. 

I took her and we saw no go- 
rillas. She blamed me, said my 
rifle scared them. I informed her 
that I’d take her looking for go- 
rillas — but with rifle. 

The next day we saw some in 
the distance. She kept wanting to 
see their nests and spent over an 
hour watching a pair of them 
maneuver about the underbrush. 
Then, seeing the look in her face, 
{Continued on page 46) 
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MM in her "chanfoohie" costume. 


PICTURE you’ve just 
looked at was a prophetic one. 
The model posing for a bit of 
calendar art that just happened to 
include the “bus stop” sign was 
Marilyn Monroe, then unknown. 
Today, her starring role in the 
movie, “Bus Stop,” won for the 
bosomy blonde the greatest critical 
plaudits of her acting career. 



While Marilyn's charms charm audiences all over the country 
as a bus stopper, she's working in England on a new film. 



In "Bus Stop," Impetuous cowboy rushes in to 
MM's bed, where angels might fear to tread. 
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Here's the famous body in all ifs decollete charm. 


Her newest film will be with Sir Laurence Olivier. Called 
"The Sleeping Prince," it updates the classic fairy-tale. 


In "Bus Stop" night-club scene, Marilyn gives 
out with a nonky-tonlc song-and-dance routine. 
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HAD ROBBIE 


By Captain Glenn Shirley 


Body of Roberta Whitacre just before It was removed by ambulance. 




The killer, Jess Dodds, In handcuffs. 


PpVEN in death the strange beau- 
ty of the dark-haired woman 
could not be missed. She lay on 
the kitchen floor of her home at 
210 S. Richmond, a bullet in her 
heart and the front of her dress 
sodden with blood — the once gay, 
vibrant, though 4 1 - year - old di- 
vorcee, Roberta Sybil Whitacre. Her 
face, pressed against a table leg 
where she had fallen, bore a look 
of surprise and horror. In one out- 
flung hand she gripped a box-like 
blue purse. 

Tom Garner, a neighbor, had dis- 
covered the body at 5:45 p.m., and 
summoned police immediately. Har- 
old Haus, Tulsa’s chief of detectives, 
had led his crack homicide squad 
to the scene, and County Investi- 
gator W. A. “Ace” Lang had come 
out from the office of County At- 
torney Robert Wheeler. 

Circling the body, the officers 
stood a few seconds, grimly silent. 
Then Police Physician Lee Gentry 
knelt beside the body. As he started 
his examination, Haus bent down 
to peer at the purse. 

“It’s been opened,” he told the 
others. “The snap’s broken.” 

“The killer must have been in- 
terested in its contents,” Ace Lang 
observed, moving closer. 

“But it isn’t robbery,” Haus said, 



Glenn Babb (left) and Jack Swanson tell Investigator W. A. Lang they heard shots. 


pointing to the screen door open- 
ing into the driveway. 

Four shots had torn through the 
screen from outside and powder 
burns around the holes indicated the 
murderer had fired point blank 
from less than two feet away. 

“One bullet pierced her heart. She 
died instantly, about six hours ago,” 
Doctor Gentry announced. 

Sergeant James Lang and Detec- 
tive Murray Smith, searching the 
room, located the other three bul- 
lets — one imbedded in the ceiling, 
another in a cabinet, and one in 
the opposite wall. 

The way the woman had fallen, 
she had been standing in the door- 
way. Obviously she had opened the 
kitchen door and was talking to her 
slayer when shot. 

Detective Jack Purdie had can- 
vassed the ground outside. There 
was no sign of footprints. The killer 
had stood on the' driveway. Appar- 
ently he had come and gone that 
way. 

“Okay,” Haus said. “Here is what 
we have: The killer came to the 
back door and called to Mrs. Whit- 
acre or knocked. She got her purse 
for some reason, maybe thinking 
it was a paper boy or a bill collect- 
or. Right after she opened the door, 
the killer started shooting. He fired 


four shots before she fell. He must 
have opened the purse, either found 
what he wanted or didn’t, then fled.” 

“A cheap coward!” Ace Lang 
commented. 

“That’s all we know about him 
to now,” Haus said grimly. “Let’s 
check the neighborhood.” 

As he started out the back door 
he collided with a little middle- 
aged woman in a house coat who 
was about to enter. Drawing back, 
the chief jerked his head toward 
the kitchen. 

“Get in there,” he ordered. 

The woman entered obediently, 
eyes roving in amazement from one 
officer to another. Suddenly she 
caught sight of the body. 

“Good Heavens!” she said hoarse- 
ly. “It’s Robbie Whitacre. What 
happened?” 

“Shot,” Haus replied curtly. “Who 
are you?” 

“Adelaide Page. I live up the 
street. I heard some popping noises 
about noon. I didn’t see Robbie 
around the place after that, and 
when I tried to phone, she didn’t 
answer. I called Mr. Garner when 
he came in and he went to see if 
she was all right.” 

Garner said he had knocked at 
the front door. Unable to get an 
answer, he had gone down the walk 


past the hedge and up the drive- 
way to the back of the house. He 
had seen the bullet holes in the 
screen and Mrs. Whitacre’s body on 
the kitchen floor. 

Elsie Schram, who lived across 
the street, had heard what might 
have been pistol shots about noon, 
but she had thought it was a car 
back-firing. She had seen no suspi- 
cious persons in the neighborho^. 

They knew little of the victim’s 
reputation and activities. Her near- 
est relatives were two sisters in 
Kansas and a brother in eastern 
Oklahoma. She was divorced from 
John Whitacre, operator of the Ad- 
vance Glass Works of Tulsa, and 
had moved to the Richmond street 
address in September, 1952. A 
laughing, carefree person, she was 
well-liked by the neighbors. 

But Mrs. Page hinted that at 
least one matter ought to be in- 
vestigated. “Robbie and her boy 
friend had a quarrel yesterday eve- 
ning.” 

“What boy friend?” Haus asked. 

“Her regular boy friend, Earlie 
Jones, who works at the aircraft 
plant.” 

“What was it about?” 

The woman didn’t know. She had 
heard loud arguing as she walked 
past on the way home from the 
movies. Then things had got quiet. 

“I guess they settled their dif- 
ficulties,” she said. “Mr. Jones spent 
the night. I saw him leave at day- 
break. I thought you ought to 
know.” 

“Sure,” Haus said. “Thanks!” 

Earlie Jones, a well groomed, 
friendly man of 50, answered Haus’ 
knock at the door of his bachelor 
apartment on Tulsa’s east side. Haus 
flashed his credentials. When he 
told Jones why he was there, the 
suspect’s face lost color. 

“She was all right when I left 
her — ” 

“Early this morning?” Haus in- 
terrupted. 

“I had a date with her and she 
asked me to stay all night . . . 
This is terrible. I can’t believe it!” 

Haus explained that it would be 
necessary for Jones to go with him. 
Detective Smith and Sergeant Lang 
were still at the house. The body 
of Roberta Whitacre had been re- 
moved to the morgue for an autopsy 
and to recover the death bullet. The 
detectives had recovered the other 
three bullets from the ceiling, cabi- 
net and wall. Jones stared at the 
bullets dazedly. Smith showed him 
(Continued on page 63) 
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PEUET FIRING “45 ” CAL 

AUTOMATIC Magazine Loading Ammuni- 
tion Clip — Has Automatic 
— Over 15 



Fires 8 Rounds 

An agtomatic full sue model of a high pow" 
ered '’45 caliber automatic pistol that looks 
and feels lust like the real thing and con- 
tains over 15 moving parts. Loads 8 complete 
rounds in the magazine clip which snaps into 
y>e hard butt just like an army "45'' Then 
”'?,*.! pellets as fast as yog can 

P‘*l'. tf'SSer. You’ve got to see the auto- 
matic slide action and feel the power to 
believe it! Great for shooting fun. This is the 
most authentic model gun we've ever seen. 

Learn the Workini Mechanism of a “45" 

This accurate, model of a high powered "45’’ 
comes to you disassembled with all the work- 
1?S * I''*®"’- assembles in a ilffy 

and full instructions are included so that in 
no time at all you'll learn working parts of an 
automatic. Comes with Instructions, full sup- 
ply of pellets and man-sized silhouette target. 

10 Day Free Trial 

"p' 

delighted simply return after 10 days for 
prompt refund of full purchase price. Don’t 

, """ ’■ 

HONOR HOUSE PRODUCTS 
Lynbreek, N. Y. 
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Multi-Million Dollar Business 
Now Being Split Up Among Home 
Operators in Small Communities 



Inexpensive Table Top 
Machine Pays Profits . 

UP TO $9.20 AN HOUR < 

The multi-million dollar Rub- 
ber Stamp Business is now 
being taken over by small 
home operators throughout the U.S. 

Men and Women who operate this inex- 
pensive machine can turn out large numbers of Rob- 
ber Stamps with special wording of all kinds. Only 27c 
worth of material makes a stamp that sells for $1.80. 
The machine is easy for anyone to operate. It molds as 
many as six Rubb» Stamps at a time, each with dif- 
ferent wording such as names, addresses, notices, 
stock numbers, prices and other 'copy' needed by of- 
fices, factories and individuals. At full capacity, it can 
earn as much as $9.20 an hour for the iMieraf or! You don 't 
need experience to get into this big profit business 
at home. We supply everything, including complete 
instructions and eight ways to get orders for stamps 
coming in fast. Start making up to 89.20 in one hour 
right away. We'il mail full particulars FREE; no sales- 
man will call. Be first in your locality. Rush coupon. 

PrUBBER STAMP DiV.,Dept.R550 ^ 

I ISlXJsrvisAv*.. Chiesgs2«. Ml. I 

I PteMemsil all fseU showingbow ! can get started in tb« | 
! profit^le Etubber Stamp bueiness at home in spare time. < 
I ETerytbingyoumailmeisFEtEE andnosalenanwilleall. t 
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THE LADY AND THE GORILLA 

fCofif/nued from page 391 


I realized what she was after. 

We went out every day for a 
week and I saw so many gorillas 
they might have been relatives. 

It was at the end of the week, 
a Sunday morning. I’d had enough 
and I wanted to get the hell out 
of there. But she asked me to take 
her, Just once more, up the hill. 
Puranelli was going to the Mission. 

We took off, walked the last mile 
or so and arrived at the resthouse 
at nearly noon. This Is the sleep 
time in the bush; animals sleep 
and humans do the same if they 
have any sense. I suggested as 
much to Pauline. 

But we had to prowl and see 
what we could see. 

It was around two that we heard 
a screeching and thrashing down 
the slope from the resthouse. Some- 
thing was chasing something else 
because the racket was moving 
around. That meant it wasn’t a bat- 
tle because gorillas generally stay 
in the same spot when they fight 
things out. That spelled one thing 
to little Pauline. 

We moved to a spot where the 
roots of a tree offered a fair view 
up and down a ledge and saw a 
pair of shaggy brutes tumbling 
and striking at each other like a 
pair of monkeys on sticks. One 
would screech, slap the other and 
claw up a tree. Number two would 
shinny after, yank the other down 
and they’d tumble in a horrible 
tangle of arms, legs and teeth, hit 
with a thump and do it all over 
again. 

But Pauline wasn’t using her lit- 
tle camera. She Just watched, ab- 
sorbed as a kid at her first key- 
hole. We saw one of the animals 
halt and the other sidle alongside. 
Pauline leaned too far over to see 
and fell flat on her pretty little face 
on the ledge below. 

She lay like a dead thing. I let 
myself down, turned her over and 
started working her arms to get 
some wind back into her. Pauline 
opened her eyes, looked past me 
and screamed. I turned to see one 
of those gorillas coming at us like 
an enormous crab. He was knuck- 
ling along sideways, roaring, his 
eyes blazing with fury. 

I looked wildly for my rifle. It 
was 10 feet above me in that tree 
root. Yanking Pauline to her feet 
I boosted her up the bank. 

“Get my rifle,” I yelled. “Quick!” 

She had hold of the root and I 
let her go, then turned. The gorilla 
was upright now, his great chest 
tapering to a tight belly between 
massive legs that gripped the 


earth with great Inturned feet. 

“Rifle!” I shouted, not daring to 
take my eyes off him. 

Then he charged, tearing vines 
and brush out of his way, screech- 
ing and slamming. I yelled and 
made a sort of a feint at him. He 
halted, arms wide. 

I had a chance to look up. 

'Hiat woman was crouched there 
on the bank, my rifle in her hands. 

“Give me that rifle,” I snapped. 

She didn’t even answer. 

I looked wildly for escape. The 
gorilla was getting up his nerve 
for another rush, I knew damned 
well that if I tried to climb that 
bank he’d yank me down and pull 
my legs off. 

“Throw that rifle down to me.” 

She was squatting there, staring 
at that bloody gorilla like he was 
Clark Gable! 

“Rifle!” I screamed. 

The gorilla let out another 
screech. I snatched up a dead 
branch and heaved it at him. He 
ducked and started for me. 

I had to risk it. I jumped for the 
root, snatched it, drew myself up 
beside her and dragged the rifle 
from her hands. Having no time 
to hold on I Just fell right back 
down on to the ledge, nearly drag- 
ging her down with me. 

And that gorilla was on me. 

. I had time to flip off the safety 
and slap a bullet into him. It was 
enough to turn him and while he 
was coming around I kevered an- 
other 44-40 home and let him have 
that in the neck. He went down, 
squalling, got up, clinging to his 
neck like a bee-stung farmer and 
rushed at me. This time he got one 
in the face and that set him stag- 
gering back until he fell down. I 
had time to put two more bullets 
into his head and he collapsed. 

Up in the hill I could hear his 
mate hoo-hooing. 

And Pauline came down out of 
that tree clawing me like a wild 
cat. 

"Espece d’assassin!” She was 
foaming at the mouth with rage. 

But I’d had enough. I stood back, 
shoved her arms down and slapped 
her pale little face hard. She stag- 
gered back, stared at me and tears 
rolled down her face. 

It was some time before I took 
her back to Ebolpwa. Her husband 
put her to bed and I sent some 
boys up the hill to skin the gorilla. 

I left Ebolowa the following day. 
You think that Pauline would come 
out and say goodbye? 

To an assassin of gorillas? 
Never. END 
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We'll train 6l establish you in 


Your Own Business 

• • . even if now employed! 


If you have longed for the prestige and financial independence of 
YOUR OWN business, you can now realize this desire ... if jrou 
can qualify for a Duraclean dealership. We are now enlarging 
this 27>year-old chain of independently-owned service dealerships 
which has rapidly grown to a world-wide service. 

You must however be honest, diligent, and able to make a small 
investment in a business which we will locally assist you in estab- 
lishing ... a profession for which we will personally and quickly 
train you. If needed, we will help finance you. 


We want to assure your success. A Duraclean dealer will 
train and assist you. He’ll reveal the Duraclean System and 
his successful plan of building customers. He will work with 
you. This business is easy to learn . . . quickly established. 

This is a sound, lifetime business that grows from REPEAT 
ORDERS and customer RECOMMENDATIONS. Alert dealers can 
gross an hourly profit of $6.00 on own service plus $3.00 on EACH 
serviceman at National Price Guide charges. 



Plan NOW for Future Years! 


You Become an Expert in Cleaning and 
protecting Rugs, Carpets and Upholsteryl 


27 years of 
proren success 


DURACLEAN ® (left) cleans by absorption. It 
eliminates scrubbing . . . soaking . . . shrink- 
age. Aerated foam, created by electric Foam- 
ovator, restores the natural lubrication of 
wool and other animal libers in rugs and up- 
holstery. Dirts, grease and many unsightly 
spots vanish. Fabrics and floor coverings are 
cleaned with a nciv consideration for their life 
and beauty. 

This modern process avoids strong soaps 
and machine scrubbing! This eliminates un- 
necessary wear and the breaking of fibers. 
Fabric life is increased. 

DURACLEANING is done in the home. Cus- 
tomers like this convenience. Fabrics dry in 
a few hours. Rug pile again stands erect and 
even. Brilliant colors revive. Furnishings 
become clean, fresh and enlivened. 


DURAPROOF ® is another year 'round service 
rendered in the home, office or institution — 
itnthout removing furnishings. It pro- 
tects upholstery, rugs, furs, cloth- 
ing and auto interiors against 
damage by moths and carpet bee- 
tles. U. S. Government says, 

“Moths are present in 
practically every house- 
hold . . . No section of 
country seems free from 
such infestations.’’DURA- 
PROOF kills moths and 
carpet beetles ... it 
makes materials non-eat- 
able to both. DURA- 
PROOF is the ONLY 
mothproof service backed 
by an International 
Money Back, 6-Year War- 
ranty. 



Easy To Learn * No Overhead Expense 


Start Full or Part Time 

No eiperUnce necessary! Some dealers establish 
shops or an office . . . others operate from 
their own homes. Service may be rendered in 
homes, offices, hotels, theaters or institutions. 
Auto dealers buy your QURACLEAN Service 
to revive upholstery in used cars. Almost 
every building in your territory houses a 
potential customer needing one or both serv- 
ices. You onloy big profits on both materials 
and labor. 


FIRST PROCESS IN THE FIELD 
TO WIN THIS IMPORTANT HONOR! 

As a Duraclean dealer, your 
services are backed by this fa- 
mous seal of quality . . . 

6 roof that Duraclean has passed 
te most rigorous tests. No 
competitor in your town can 
boast this seal. Customers will 
also see that your service has 
been tested and certified by the 
American Research & Testing 
Laboratories. No wonder it’s so 
easy to get business! 



Repeat and Voluntary Orders 

OemoMsfrofioat win new customers. Men with 
DURACLEAN Dealerships find REPEAT and 
VOLUNTARY orders become a major source of 
income. Customers tell their friends and neigh- 
bors. Furniture and department stores and in- 
terior decorators turn over cleaning and moth- 
proofing to DURACLEAN Dealers. We show 27 
woys to get customers. 

Easy TermsI 

A moderate payment establishes your own busi- 
ness — pay balance from sales. We furnish elec- 
tric machines, folders, store cards, introduction 
slips, sales books, demonstrators and onough mo- 
torlol to return your TOTAL investmeef. You can 


>erating in a very few 


We Help You Grow 

Our MUTUAL COOPERATION DURACLEAN SYSTEM 

gives you many unique continuous advantages: 
NfltioMl Advortisieg in Life. McCall’s, House & 
Garden and a dozen others. Copyright and trodo- 
mork protection. Certlfieoto approves equipment 
and materials. Products Insuraaco, Six-Yoer Wor> 
ronty. Packet Demoestrators, Soles Booh. Advertis- 
ing Folders & Cords. Tested Ads. Ad Cets A Mats. 
Store Disploy Cords. Radio A TV Mesicoi Commer- 
eiols. Home Show Booth Display. Publicity P-*“ 

_lopment. Mon 

Mogotine.' "Sole-of-Deotmhip'' Service. Annuo! 
Conventions. Behind all this is a headquarters 
interested in YOUR personal success. You will 
be amazed at the assistance you will receive as 
your business grows. Just esk on established dealer. 

World-Wide 

Duraclean dealers’ businesses have developed 
into a world wide organization with dealerships 
throughout North America, Central America and 
South America, as 
well as in Alaska, 
Africa, China, Is- 
rael. Bermuda, Ha- 
waii, Switzerland, 
Japan, Norway.etc. 


gram gets FREE local newspaper stories. Prizes. 
Laboratory research and development. Monthly 


FREE 

Booklet Tells How! 

Our first letter and 16 page 
Illustrated booklet will ex- 
plain everything — these 
modem urgently needed 
services, waiting market, 
how business grows, your 
large profits, egsy terms 
and PROTECTED terri- 
tory. Send Coupon TODAY 
while territory is open. 

Duraclean Co. Diracl«» BMc., DurUtld, iniiais 


^Whot Deolers Say— 

G. F. Munrei: Aftsr I yesr, I said my 
Ouraclasn dosUrshlp for 8 tinus its east 
and bauoht a lartsr ana. 

K. X. RUUr: 1 seldom go under S200.0C per 
week hy myself. 

W. A. Loeklebill: Wi've had 20 years ef 
pleasant dealings. I'm 65 but am sstting my 
sights for 20 more years. 

W. L. Jones: I would rather get a Dura- 
gram bulletin than a letter from a friend. 

P. Freidlnger: 70% b1 our business is re- 
peat . . . also get business from reference of 
satisflod customers. 

A. Ullman: Kvery denionsirstion has been 

Leroy Ellsworth: Your advertising program 
certainly paid dividends for me. 

.M. l.assanske: My original investment was 
returned in about two months. 

C. L. Smith: Again I day's work. 8 hrs. 
totaling over $100.00 for my helper and I isn't 
bad for a country boy like me. I do not have 
any unusual abilities; only this. I'm equipped 
with the host eUaning servico in the hold and 
get well paid for my verb. 

R. D. Scheark; The customers I hid on 
House 4 Garden ads were very pleased. Their 
futnishings came out beautiful. 

R. Kimbrough: Finished First White House 
of Confederacy and am to Duraclean the 
Governor’s Mansion. 

Margarette Turner: Took in $106 and 

worked 15 or IK hours. 

T. Koinorl (Japan): We have 1.000,000 yen 
contract Diiracleantng for U. S. Army. 

Merc dealer comments 
given In our llteroture. 


'OWN a Business"Coupon 


booklet and full details. 


DURACLEAN CO.. 7-ti40uraciean Bldg., Deerfield, Illinois 
! without obligation, tell me how I may enj^ a steadhy 
1 increasing Jife ^ income in my OWN business. Enclose 

j Name 

I Address... 

LSL*i_— 


I SHOT MATA HARI! 

fConf/ffued from page 33i 



WORKS WONDERS FOR 
YOUR BACK 


lOOK Sl/M - ffEl TRIM 
Wonder Slim is o now kind of men's supporter 
belt, Its ingenious contour design follows nature's 
own lines-permits remarkable freedom of move- 
ment. Its patented sliding bock panel makes it 
the easiest belt to put on . . . provides "quick 
os a flash" odjustment for constant perfect fit. 
No uncomfortoble crotch. Scientific "no pressure" 
boning fioltens the bulge gently but firmly. 
Sliding bock provides support just where you rteed 
it for youthful posture . . . fights the feeling of 
fatigue. Made of super test herringbone twill. 
Waist siies 26 44-Only S4.98. Try it ol our risk. 


S. J. Wegman Co. Dept. Ci'W'IO 

lynbrook, N. Y. 

Rush my Wonder-Slim back supporter ot 
once. If I am r>ot lOO^o sotisfied I -may 
return it for prompt refund of the full 
purchase price. 

Woist Size inches 

Send C.O.D. I'll pay postmon $4.98 
plus o few cents postage. 

I enclose $4.98 poyment and sove 
postage. Same Guorantee. 

Address 


the idea or not. But orders are 
orders. As far as I was concerned, 
Mata Hari was a celebrity. Known 
in every one of Europe’s capitals, 
she was a byword along the boule- 
vards of France and Germany as 
an interpreter of Javanese dances 
— the movements of which often 
smacked the eye as being somewhat 
suggestive. 

For this publicly heralded execu- 
tion our dated tube-magazine Lebel 
rifles were taken from us. Shortly 
before the convicted woman ar- 
rived from Saint Lazare Prison a 
few miles away, we were issued 
the newer-type Mannlicher-Ber- 
thier rifle, a .315-caliber gun. One 
of the guns was loaded with a blank 
cartridge so that all of us could 
say that we were not really sure 
whether our shot had killed her. 

When the official motorcade ar- 
rived, our troops were ready and 
in ranks at the rifle range. We were 
arranged in a colorful formation of 
three sides, the infantry in sky 
blue, the artillery in complete ser- 
vice regalia and the cavalry with 
elongated, black plumes extending 
from brass helmets. On the open 
side of this formation stood the ex- 
ecution tree. It had no leaves or 
branches. 

When the automobiles stopped, 
Mata Hari was among the first 
people to step out. She wore a 
black cloak trimmed with some fur. 
She had a large three-corner felt 
hat and purple gloves. You would 
think she was going to some kind 
of ball. The rain the night before 
had left several small puddles, and 
she gingerly avoided these. 

Then she turned to the car and 
offered an assisting arm to the 
priest and the two nuns who ac- 
companied her. As I gazed at Mata 
Hari — tall and slender, dark of 
hair, her face oval and her lips 
full and provocative — I couldn’t de- 
tect any signs of emotion. I began 
to wonder whether she knew she 
was going to be shot in just a few 
minutes. 

The C.O. gave us the command 
to “present arms.” Mata Hari ac- 
cepted the salute with a bow. She 
had lived for a public to look at 
her; now, at Vincennes, she was to 
die in the same manner. 

Considered by some the most 
dangerous and elusive of Ger- 
many’s spies, Mata Hari began her 
astounding career as a dancer and 
courtesan in Paris. She was des- 
cribed as the daughter of a high- 
caste Brahmin and a temple dan- 
cer from Java. Actually she had 


been born in Holland of Dutch 
parents in 1876. While in her teens, 
she married Capt. Campbell Mac- 
Leod, who was sent to Java during 
his enlistment in the Dutch Army. 
After a few hectic years there, the 
two were divorced, and the girl 
went to Paris where she put her- 
self on naked display in the name 
of art. 

One vaudeville engagement took 
her to Berlin. Her intrigues with 
high police officers got her enrolled 
in the German Secret Service. 
Back in Paris, she became a high- 
paid call-girl. The French called 
her demimondaine, a polite word 
for a woman of prominence who 
accepts lovers for money. It was 
generally known that Mata Hari 
could be bought for 30,000 francs 
for an indefinite understanding 
but with no guarantee that her ac- 
tivities would be strictly monoga- 
mous. 

Most of her “husbands” or 
“clients” were men of high political 
or military station. As Agent H-21 
in Prance, the girl managed to 
lure indiscreet bigshots into dis- 
closing how the Allies had been 
dropping spies from airplanes be- 
hind the German lines. She was 
also successful in worming out of 
French officers the secret plans of 
a great Allied offensive. When the 
drive was launched, the Germans 
were thoroughly prepared to meet 
it and thousands of Frenchmen 
were killed. 

The French Secret Service got 
on to her. After they intercepted 
a message for her from her home 
office, they began to follow her. 
When Mata returned from one trip 
to Spain, the French nabbed her, 
tried her in secret court-martial, 
found her guilty and in July, 1917, 
sentenced her to pay the supreme 
penalty. 

They say that Pierre de Morrisac, 
an influential gay blade about 
Paris, who had fallen in love with 
Mile. Hari, assured her that he 
would arrange a mock execution; 
the rifles were to be loaded with 
blank cartridges. This expectation 
of a sham ceremony at Vincennes 
may have accounted for her com- 
posure the morning we killed her. 

First she bade adieu to the nuns 
who had accompanied her. She 
smiled at all the men near her and 
walked to the execution tree. A 
government courier read the court- 
martial sentence aloud, and then 
the priest recited his prayer. When 
he said, “Amen,” Mata Hari was 
pressed against the tree and her 
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Electro PLATIAUTOCHR^E 

PLATES AS YOU BRUSH! 


with 

pernvanent 
PIMING 




A REMARKABLE NEW INVENTION 


RESTORED TO NEW BRILLIANCE! 


Here at last is the car-owners' answer to all chrome problems 
. . . a dramatic new invention called APPL-i-COTER plates new 
metal as you brush. The ploting you apply becomes an IN- 
DESTRUCTISlf port of the chrome itself . . . and how your 
chrome will shine! You'll be mighty proud of your car when you 
remove ugly rust spots and replate metal to a new sparkle— 
and when you bring new gleaming beauty to worn, dull, even 
blistered chrome in /ess time than it takes to polishi This 
FACTORY-NEW BRILLIANCE bonds itself onto the chrome, form- 
ing a hard, sparkling surface thot defies all elements! 

BUMPERS-GRILLWORK-ALL CAR TRIM 


More is hew easily you repfate your cor . . . You simply ottach 
Appli-Coter's clamps to vour car's battery , then dip Appli-Coter's 
brush into the miracle solution and stort plating on any chrome 
—anywhere around your cor. This sofe, mild current WORKS 
PAST— yet uses less battery juice thon the tiniest light in your cor. 


MaJce Big Money Plating Other Cars 


New yeu can add to your income during >paro-timo hours . . . t out of 10 
cars on the rood today need replating. You can charge fram $5.00 for 
touching-up, to $50.00 for replating on entire car. It's easy and there's 
good money in it for you— because when your neighbors see the brilliant 
chrome on your car they'll wont yeu to do the job for themi Replate other 
things loo— faucets, home appliances, table-ware, cutlery, doctors' and 
dentists' instruments. 

S4ME TECHNIQUE 
USED ON GUIDED 
MISSILES! 

W« wish spec* psrmilUd us to show you all Iho 
Isttors PRAISING tho Brush Ploting Kit. HERE ARE JUST 
A FEW: . . The outfit arrived O.K. and I must soy 

that it dors everything you soy it dors ond more . . . 
Thank* very much tor tending me tomelhing that is 
really worth many time* the pricr you chorgr". . . . 
Rrv. M. 0. Awtry, Nopirs, Flo. 

. . To soy I am pleased is putting it Very Mild, I 
have got mere work then two of us con do . . . wr 
hod to start Booking Jobs ohrod lihr thr Family Oortor 
. . . thonfcs to Thr Nighrr Voltage and more sure 
Current". . . . Frank Sumnrr, Kokomo. Ind. 


CAR DEALERS & SERVICE STATIONS 

Make Big Profits with Special 

HEAVY-DUTY CHROME PLATE OUTFIT! 


FACTORY RESULTS and BIG VOLUME BUSINESS con make a TERRIFIC 
PROFIT FOR YOU with this Super Plating Outfit. Do your own replating 
in minutes without removing bumpers or grillwerk! Increose the value 
of your used cars! Heavy-Duty Outfit includes Super-Speed Appli-Coter 
with extra-large brush and anode, wires and clamps. Special Wheel for 
removing Rust, Buffing Wheel, Buffing Compound. Special Brushes for 
plating Copper, All Plating Solutions. Electroplates on current from 
12 volt storoge. bottery. ENTIRE KIT COMPLETE— Only $39.95 with 
enough material to plate DOZENS OF CARS! Yeu quickly moke bock 
cost of the outfit on your very first job! Additional solutions etc. always 
ovoiloble from us at rock-bottom cost to you. Heavy-Duty Service 
Outfit sold on some MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE! Moil Coupon Now. 
If C.O.D. send $5 deposit. 


Thick, New 
With Each 


MAIL COUPON NOW-YOU RISK NOTHING 


If you went lo pul o new, permanent gleam on YOUR CAR'S 
CHROME, you tort do it right owoy and not risk a dime if 
mpletely sotisfled with great retuitti Just moil 
coupon with only SI deposil — then pay postman $11.93 
plus postage when your kit arrives. If yeu send $19.95 we 
pay all pottago chorges. Either way yeu must be COMPLBTILY 
SATISFIED or yeu moy return ell tn 10 days for FULL CASH 
REFUND ef purchase price. ACT NOWI HERE'S WHAT YOU 
GET! Speed AppM-Ceter with wires end clomps, 1 litelime 
holder. Chrome Solution, Cepper Solution, I Buff, and specie! 
Buffing Compound, Emery Paper, Full, Simple Instructions, 
— — — — — — — — — ^ — — ^ — — — — — — — — 
EMPIRE MERCHANDISING CO. Dept. M P-1 3 

SSWiibw ST. lyibrook.K.Y. 

Please rush the electroplating kit I hove checked. 

□ Regular Kit, $19.95 (if C.O.D. send $1 deposit!. 

r~l Heovy-Duty Service Station Outfit, $39.95 (if C.O.D. send $5 deposit) 

Q I enclose full price, send pestpoid. 

I understond that I must be COMPLETELY SATISFIED or I moy return 
kit within lO-doyS for immediote CASH REFUND. 


CASH REFUND IF NOT COMPLETELY SATISFIED 







hands were bound behind her to 
the trunk. 

When a bandage was produced 
to cover her eyes, the condemned 
girl refused the courtesy in a the- 
atrical gesture. Her manner still 
appeared bold. She was intrepid. 
She didn’t cry out, faint away or 
betray any signs of feminine weak- 
ness. Silent, almost indifferent, she 
stood unmettled before the uni- 
formed ^^itnesses in formation. An 
enigmatic smile played about her 
sensuous lips. 

“Pour V amour de Dieul" one sol- 
dier near me declared in a heavy 
whisper. “She knows how to die, 
that one!" 

Major Massard called us to at- 
tention. At the command I stepped 
forward with the 11 other men in 
the detail and marched several 
steps until he halted us. We were 
about 10 paces away from Mata. 
The major ordered us to lift our 
rifles. As he raised his sword, I 


overheard what were probably Mile. 
Hari’s last words. She spoke to the 
major, calmly said, “Thank you, 
Monsieur.” 

In a flash the order to Are was 
barked, and I pressed the trigger. 
The guns roared with a thunder 
clap. My rifle boomed with a white 
popping puff. Almost at the same 
time the 11 balls of hot lead rip- 
ped into the helpless woman — hard, 
one right after another. 

The blow jogged her backward, 
and she slumped to the ground like 
an empty sack of potatoes as the 
cord holding her wrists loosened 
under the jolt. The exact time, I 
learned later, was 5:47 A.M. 

There was the illustrious adven- 
turess. She had sunk to her knees 
and her head dangled back. Her 
body toppled backward and she lay 
with her legs doubled beneath her 
torso. Massard calmly stepped up 
to her and gave her the coup-de- 
grace, a final shot into the brain. 


All was stone silent as a doctor 
tested her heart to certify the 
death. When he nodded yes, my de- 
tail was ordered back to the ranks 
and the entire detachment was 
then commanded to parade. We 
marched past the riddled form of 
Mata Hari which lay sprawled in 
a heap of feminine frills. 

She wasn’t a pretty sight any- 
more. Staring stupidly at the heav- 
ens overhead, through which un- 
decided streams of light tried to 
punctuate the masses of gray, she 
still bore the mysterious smile on 
her face. 

Such, then, was the end of Mata 
Hari. 

I felt no remorse. But in the 
years that have followed, I have 
never been able to forget that 
bleak morning when this harlot- 
spy and phony Javanese — but still 
a courageous woman — faced 12 
well-aimed rifles and paid the pen- 
alty of death to my Mannlicher- 
Berthier. END 


HOW 

GIRL GANGS 
FIGHT 

AND LOVE . . . 

fConfinued from poge 131 


Even the girls, tight jeans some- 
how concealing vicious knives and 
straight-edge razors, fought like 
wildcats. I saw one girl smash an- 
other in the breasts with a lead 
pipe, and keep beating her with it, 
even after the other had fallen, 
moaning, among the leaves. 

Then I heard the siren wail. 
Joined in one common bond — ha- 
tred of authority — they broke and 
ran, scattering back the way they 
had come, leaving their friends 
and brothers lying on the dew- 
fresh ground. 

I dragged myself erect and limp- 
ed through the trees till I was a 
block away from where the patrol 
cars had drawn up to the curb and 
were shining their spots. 

I never went back. 

Look in the daily paper to see 
how many died and how many were 
arrested, man. Or don’t bother. 
Grab your kid when he comes in 
late tonight and ask him how 
many got theirs. 

He'll know. END 



"Why I've never had such luck Miss Raskin 
. . . my two kings beat your four aces!" 
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DIRECTORY OF ACTIVE CLUBS 

For your protection, to keep out undesirables these clubs have agreed to cooperate with the Post Office Department. Their extensive advertising 
enables them to offer better service. Our clients include biggest advertisers in this field, (f you are lonely—if life is passing you by— why not meet the 
sun halfway? RALPH KEI.LY • AD VERTISING • ABERDEEN. WASHINGTON 


Men! Men! Men! 

Wb don’t care about your ase. Just tal< us kind 
of woman you wi^ to meet. Our woman are 
screaming to meet you. 

MUtRY RICH ! 

In about five days after we receive your 
application you'll start receiving tetters. 

Da Hat 


NAME 
Address - 

City 

State - 


Write us a letter telling us about yourself. Also 
send in above application. This offer will not 
be repeated if we can get enough men for our 
women. ' 

Remember our slogan: "No man 
Is any good wittiout a woman." 

HOP COMPANY CLOB 

4554 Broadway Chicago 40, III. 


ROMANCE MISSING? 

\\> lia\e made thousands E\’ERYM’HERE happy. 
Select just the romance you seek— from NEW lists 
monthly. ^Vc get QUICK results— and we’ll prove 
it. Do you want to make life exciting? Then send 
NOW for wonderftil FREE proof and i>articulais 
in plain, sealed envelope. 

RAINBOW SERVICE 
15-BG CLirendon Rd. Burlingame, Calif. 

Get Acquainted Club 

WHERE PARTICULAR PEOPLE MEET 
If single and lonely, we can help you find 
new friends of your own age and tyi>e. 
Same Miyiagement 30 years. Strictly con- 
fidential. National. 

SIMPSON, Box 1251, Denver 1, Colo. 

LONESOME? 

Want True Love, Romance, Companionshm, Mar- 
riage.^ Many Resourceful Members Eager "To Meet 
You. All Ages, Either Sex. FOR Fast Action 
SEND ll.OO NOW For Membership And Large 
Lists Names, Addresses With ACTUAL PHOTOS. 
<Meniion Your Age). 

DWIGHT HILDEBRANT 
Box 805 Dept.Ka Omaha 1, Nebr. 



, At last, there’s no need to be 

' lonely any longer— no need to look for 
companionship thousands of miles from 
your home. Meet and correspond wth members ofr the 
opposite sex, LIVING NEAR YOU— by Joining this unique 
and independent club. Send for FREE details. ELITE 
PUBLISHING SERVICE. P. 0. Box 1991, Chicago 90, III. 



Marriages bach Year. Regular $7 fee now $1. Special. 
Find True Love. Matching couples is our business. All 
ages. Thousands of members. Many living near you. Can 
be reached by letter or phone. We serve 48 stales. The 
GoTden Rule applied to each member. Send $1 now for 
fuM membership until suited. Guaranteed Results. Larg- 
est and Finest Private Club in USA. Please state your age. 
TO^S-^THE BIG UNITED "C”, Dept. 81 
79 Massachusetts St., Detroit, Mi h. or 
a 216 W. lackson Blvd., Chicago 6 , III. or 

1^ P.O. Box 131, Washington O.C. or 

Y 1302 W. 26 St.. NorfoTk 8 , Va. or 

^ ■T' 1419 E. 83rd St., Los Angeles 1, Calif, or 

^ ^ 2907 W. 45 St.. Kansas City 3, Kans. or 

P.O. Box 471, Baton Rouge, La. or 
1 -- .J Box 1375. San Antonio 6 , Texas or 

insured 51 35 ^^ st„ New York 1. New York or 

ResiiUs P.O. Box 81, Spokane, Washington 





M««f th« girl or man »f your 
drooms through our oxciuslvo 
INTRODUCTION-BY-MAU SEIVICE 
Write today for 
FflH PICTURE ALBUM 
and complota dotolls on 
how to become a happy 
mombar immadlotoly. 

HOLLYWOOD '400 CLUB' 
P. O. Box 2349'H 
Hollywood 28/ Calif. 


LONESOME? 

PERSONAL ATTENTION given EVERY appli- 
cation. Experienced in this business since 1929. 
No club in the world offers more efficient, honest 
.»nd friendly service. Membership lasts until suited. 
Confidential, of course. 

MISS CHASE 

P. O. Box 172 Seattle 11, Washington 


WHY BE LONELY? 

Correspond with Ladies or Genllemen 
everywhere. 16 pages of pictures and des- 
criptions, 2.5 cents; with addresses $1.00. 

MAURICE WILHELM 
Box I365-R Milwaukee 1, Wisconsin 


Christian Friendship Plan 

invites .sincere, refined people of all faiths, 
of legal age, to register for their friendly 
service. Write: 

CHRISTIAN FRIENDSHIP PLAN 
GPO 740^ New York, N.Y. 

WHY Bi LONELY 

If its Friends, Romance or Companionship 
you want, let one of America’s foremost 
Clubs arrange a correspondence for you. 
A confidential, reliable service. Nation- 
wide membership. Write for sealed par- 
‘ticulars, sent free. 

PEARL |. SMITH 

P. O. Box 2732-V Kansas City. Mo. 


Be Lonely No More! 
Open Destiny’s Door! 

$1.00 briBEs Cupid’s Destiny, World's Greatest 
Social Publication, including 
coast-to-coast and international 
listings with names and ad- 
dresses, men or women. Cap- 
tivating descriptions; sparkling 
-- pictures — widows, widowers, 
bachelors, beautiiul girls desiring early marriage. 
(Year, quarterly, $3.00.) Mention your age. 
DESTINY LEAGUE Aberdeen 28, Washington 



Lonely— Why Be Lonely? 

Mail Dollar Bill. Will send large list of names 
and addresses of opposite sex, and you can write 
them at once. Also list you in our club and many 
members should write you first. Give description 
of mate desired. White race only. 

NAME 

Address Age 

City .... State 

Color Eyes. . . Height Weight 

Nationality Religion 

THE REX CUB 

Box 146 RA Minneapolis, Minn. 


CUPID’S DESTINY 

WORLD’S GREATEST SOCIAL PUBLICATION 
Lonely men and women seeking early marriage. 
Lots of pictures! Sample copy, sent first class in 
plain sealed envelope, 25c. Complete with names 
and addresses, men or women, SI. 00. 

DEEP SOUTH PEN PALS CLUB 

P. O. Box 321 1-D Birmingham 5, Alabama 

300 PRETTY GIRLS $1 

M.ail SI for 300 n.ames and atldrcsse."! of ]>rett>', 
single, lonely nurses, teachers, motlels. widows, 
farmeretlcs, etc., ages 18 to 22, that you will be 
happy to know! Nationwide! Opportunity Knocks! 
Please Answer! Yours Tnily, 

BEST CLUB 

5880 Hollywood Blvd., Hollywood 28. Calif. 

BIG lO-in-One SPECIAL! 

OVER 200 Names and Addresses of Lovely 
U.S.A., Canadian and English ladie.s. Also Italian, 
Spanish Senoritas— Swiss, German, South Ameri- 
can, Austrian and French Women. All wanting 
acquaintances— $1. 

MODERN MAILWAY 

210- R Fifth Ave. New York City 10 

Large Club Magazine 

"WE HAVE YOU A SWEETHEART" 

Real pictures, names and addresses of pretty girls, lovely 
women, eligible men. Confidentially SEALED, Jl.OO. Will 
AIR-MAIL, no waiting. Give age for special list, those 
near you. (Membership: Ladies, $2.00; Gents. $3.00.) 

WRIGHT PUBLICATIONS 

2272- R, Hubbard Ave. Memphis 8, Tenn. 

PRETTY GIRLS 

You'd Like To Know! 

Lots of Pictures, with Names, 

Addresses end Descriptions will 
be rushed to you for only $1,00. 

CONNIE STEELE. Dept. V 

1004% E. Fifth St. Long Beech, Ctlif. 

LONELY? l.ot ns help yon find thiif 

* cvrtain someoju*. Join old 
reliable Chib. 30 years of dtpcndablc, confidential 
servicr-. Corrrsix.iulcnts most everywhere seeking 
i-ongenial mates. Pmven results. Interesting photos, 
ilscriptions FHEE. 

STANDARD 

Bo* 207 Crayslake, Illiiv 

Onm A0g,TOO...YMn.L FIND THEM 
UStTD IN OUR etO, ILUKTRATCe 
RO»AMrnC MM/ATINE. WRITE 
NOW.ENCUKINE YOUR NAME, 

ADDRESS, ASC AND SEX. FDRTHE 

tATEsri«oe.«»4PtfrEwrr ~ 

NAMES AND ADDRESSES.- 

..niat-ivio 

Janas 

East Marion Elkhart. Indiana 






NAKEDNESS: THE GREATEST SEX FEAR 


fConfinued from page 34) 


book. “My Six Convicts,” once noted 
this: While attached to a Califor- 
nia army induction center during 
World War II, he viewed some 500 
recruits daily. Some of the most 
“hale and hearty” boys, he ob- 
served, were shyest. 

“Almost always,” says the soci- 
ologist, Dr. Stancil Evans, “the man 
who is seriously disturbed about 
being naked among others — despite 
how appropriate it might be — feels 
this way because of some deep in- 
security within himself.” 

There is, for instance, the case 
of a young man, who was always 
overly-suspicious of others. In col- 
lege he became upset over show- 
ering with the whole class after 
“gym.” Psychiatrists have found 
this usually is true of very suspi- 
cious people; when naked around 
others, they feel too “exposed,” too 
helpless, too vulnerable. 

The people who aren’t ordinarily 
very suspicious but who still ex- 
perience this deep disturbance 
about their own nakedness are, ex- 
perts say, usually victims of some 
kind of anxiety. One Chicago doc- 
tor told me of such a man who 
was, of all things, a practicing 
nudist. 

When naked with a group of 
starkly nude men and women, this 
man was quite comfortable. But 
when alone with one other naked 
person, he would literally go into 
a panic. 

“The reason,” this doctor told 
me, “was that in a group, no mat- 
ter how naked they might be, he 
felt the situation to be relatively 
impersonal. But when just he and 
another person were naked togeth- 
er, he felt the whole matter had 
become highly sexualized, and this 
he couldn't stand.” 

This doctor added, as a matter 
of fact, that despite any “orgies” 
in which rumor may have them 
engaging, most nudists he’s ex- 
amined are much !ess interested 
in sex than is the average person. 
As for this particular man, the idea 
was so disturbing to him that he’d 
never had relations of any kind. 

“He feared approaches,” the doc- 
tor told me, “from both men and 
women. He feared them from wom- 
en because of his doubts about his 
own ability to make any adjust- 
ment to them. He feared them from 
men because, deep down, he sus- 
pected himself to harbor real ho- 
mosexual leanings.” 

It was only after the doctor had 
spent many hours conducting psy- 
chotherapy of the man that he be- 


came capable of making a more 
adult adjustment — and freed him- 
self of the fears that had been dis- 
turbing him. 

Another doctor told me of a pa- 
tient — a 35-year-old man, self-as- 
sured, successful, a frequent visit- 
or to houses of prostitution — who 
would literally tremble with anxiety 
if he had to imdress in front of 
members of his own sex. The man 
himself was completely baffled by 
it, since he had often been naked 
in front of more than one woman 
and hadn’t minded this at all. 

Here again an underlying homo- 
sexual trend was responsible. The 
man was by no means a sexual de- 
viate, but there were faint homo- 
sexual stirrings within him, of 
which he was uncomfortably aware. 
(As a matter of fact, his extreme 
promiscuity was probably brought 
on by his need to continually re- 
assure himself about his interest 
in women.) 

After only a short course of psy- 
chotherapy, this man was able to 
strip in a locker room without any 
of his old fears disturbing him at 
all. 

Most of the men who are beset 
by this same fear — who, for in- 
stance, won't join a golf club, be- 
cause the dressing quarters make 
little provision for individual pri- 
vacy — are at least subconsciously, 
afraid of homosexual advances. 
Secretly, doctors say, they are not 
so much afraid of the advance, as 
they are of what their own response 
might be. 

One man who completely baf- 
fles his friends is a lawyer who 
joins a nudist colony every winter. 
The members of this club have ex- 
tensive grounds and, on sunny days, 
they’ll ice skate and ski while com- 
pletely naked. Although he’s been 
on the verge of pneumonia several 
times as a result of this, the lawyer 
is convinced it's wonderful. 

But in summer, he never goes 
near the place. Moreover, he over- 
dresses to a marked degree as soon 
as the weather turns warm. If he 
weren’t such a good lawyer, his 
friends would probably think him 
completely crazy. 

Psychiatrists know that such peo- 
ple aren’t insane, but are actually 
only possessed of strong “guilt feel- 
ings.” As a result, they subcon- 
sciously wish to punish themselves 
by being as uncomfortable as pos- 
sible. 

His doctor, for instance, told me 
that the lawyer had been raised 
by parents so strict that they 


punished him for even wishing he 
might go to a movies. It was no 
wonder that at the age of 16 he 
left home, so that he could lead 
a more normal life. But deep down, 
his parents’ standards still stuck 
with him. 

As a result, whenever he did any- 
thing which would have horrified 
them — even though the world at 
large wouldn’t even frown on him 
for it — he felt that the only logic- 
al outcome was punishment. Sub- 
consciously, he knew he wouldn’t 
be at peace with himself until this 
was accomplished. Thus he felt 
better when he was physically un- 
comfortable. 

He was an extreme case, of 
course — so much so that it took 
considerable psychiatric help to 
straighten him out — but his basic 
motivation was much the same as 
that of numerous others who will 
tend to dress in almost exactly the 
opposite way the season will re- 
quire. 

One of the most outstanding dis- 
coveries which psychiatrists have 
made about this whole matter is 
that numerous men who are un- 
usually sensitive about their own 
nakedness will have an above- 
average interest in staring at the 
nude bodies of others. 

Most “Peeping Toms,” as a mat- 
ter of fact, have an unusual aver- 
sion to undressing before others. 
The warden of one large eastern 
prison told me that he’d first no- 
ticed this in connection with the 
case of a young tourist-court jan- 
itor; he had drilled innumerable 
“peep holes” into the cabins at the 
place where he worked, then spent 
most of his idle hours watching the 
guests in the privacy of their 
rooms. Yet when told to strip for 
an examination as he was admit- 
ted to prison, he replied that they’d 
have to “slug” him to make him 
take off a single garment while 
others were in the same room. 

Largely, psychiatrists say, this is 
caused by the fact that the Peep- 
ing Tom’s thoughts as he watches 
another naked person are totally 
obscene. Probably he assumes that 
other people’s reactions to the sight 
of a naked form will be the same; 
he naturally objects to anyone 
thinking those things about him. 

What these Peeping Toms over- 
look, of course, is that to people 
who work continually around naked 
bodies, the sight of them becomes 
about as exciting as the vision of 
a row of tired old cabbages. 

Authorities agree that to have 
normal modesty about nakedness 
is a fine thing. To be too sensitive 
about it, however, is usually a sure- 
fire indication of feelings of sex- 
ual inadequacy, or homesexual 
fears, or perhaps both. In this case, 
psychiatric help can often be of 
tremendous assistance. END 
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BEST BARGAIN OF THE YEAR 


NATIONALLY ADVERTISED 
WORLD FAMOUS 


IteTft 
„„ vjeft 


BLACK FOREST 

HUNTING KNIFE 


OVER 100,000 
SOLD FOR 

3.95 


PLUS 

POST. 


LEATHER SHEATH GIVEN 

ONLY ONE per CUSTOMER 

The bargain of the year! This is the original and genuine BLACK FOREST — 
the world’s most famous hunting knife — its rugged beauty has been won recogni- 
tion for design thniout Europe and America. Has dozens of uses both in the 
field as well as at home. Very sharp — allows you to skin an animal in minutes. 
Use it for carving roasts tool So handsome! So practical! It’s the biggest 
bargain! Send only 99c plus 21c postage for immediate delivery. Leather 
scabbard yours FREE! Sony no C.O.D.’s. No more than ONE to an address. 
Offer subject to withdrawal without notice. Satisfaction guaranteed or 
badk. 


Over 100,000 Sportsmen 
paid 3.95 for this iRt*r> 
■otienollY femees hentlnD 
knife. New . . . for a 


skorf time yea can get 
one for only 99 cents pies 
postoge. This omotfeg 
offer is made te win 
20,000 new eustemers. 


• Rugged 
Korium 
Steel! 

• Extra 
Sharp! 

• Lasts a 
Lifetime 


THORESEN'S 

Dept.485-D-so 352 Fourth Ave. 
New York 10, N. Y. 


INCHES 


OVERALL 


Handsome 
Rec or Den 
Decoration 


NAME. . . 
ADDRESS 
CITY. . . . 


This Coupon Saves You ^2.96 

THORESEN'S, Dept. 4SS-D-80 
352 Fourth Ave.. New York 10. N. Y. 

RUSH— genuine KORIUM BLACK FOREST Icnives at cut price of 
.99 plus 21 cents postage on 5-day home trial. IT I'm not convinced 
it's the greatest hunting knife bargain of the year, you will refund my 
.99 plus the 21c postage. 


STATE 


J 


I WAS FLOGGED BY RED SADISTS 

(Confinued from page 241 



STUDY AT HOME 


We guide you step by step— furnish all 
text material, including 14-volume Lav 
Library. Training prepared by leading 
law professors and given by members ot 
the bar. Degree of LL.B. Low cost, 
easy terms. Send for valuable Free Book, 
‘‘Law Training for Leadership,” ioday. 
LaSalto Extension University, Itept 

A CorrtspoMlence InstitiitMNi Chieage 5,111. 


“MY GREY HAIR IS A NATURAL 
LOOKING COLOR AGAIN" says 
JAN GARBER, Idol of the Airlanes 
"TOP SECRET gives my grey hair a 
natural looking color!" says famous 
dance band leader Jan Garber. "I 
noticed results after just a few appli- 
cations. And TOP SECRET is easy to use-doesr»'t stain 
hands or scalp. TOP SECRET is the only hair dressing I use." 

A FAVORITE OF THE STARS 
TOP SECRET has been a favorite with famous per- 
sonalities for years. Exclusive formula Imparts a 
natural leekint color to irey or fadtd hair. Does 
not streak or injure half; does not wash out. Send 
SS.OO for 6 02. plistic container. (Convenient for 
travellni, too.) Ppd. No COO'S. Money back If not 
de1i(hted with results of first boMle. Albln of 
California, Roomer uOj svw. 8lh $t., Los 
Angeles 17, California. 






S*7 txkodbye to viacHy. gressy oils And amlves. 
TROPISAN. newljr dbeovered medicAl tAbl«t,givea 
welcome relief from itchy ecAles. petchee And 
other exteroAl aymptome of PBoriAsis. TROPISAN 
■trikes At' the intemAl source — not just the surfAce 
symptoms. Absolutely SAfe, fAst, CAsy to tAke. No 
mess, no fuss, no unsightly bsndAges to msr work 
or plsy. TROPISAN— the proven “effeetive trest- 
ment." Every reported esse ststed thst Tropissn 
relieved symptoms to some degree with continuous 
use. Send SI. 00 todsy for Trial Offex. Address. 

TROPISAN DRUG CO^ Oegt. 204 

114 Emt 32nd Sireel, New York 16, N. Y. 


20 Cartoon Booklets 

NEW • IN COLOR 


ROARING HILARITY ON EVERY 
PAGE. SENSATION, DIFFERENT 
SEND ONLY ONE DOLLAR TOi 
NUCOLOR 309 WttI 42 St. 

New York 3d. N. Y. 



white skin. The second lash was 
laid on a little more deftly than 
the first, and it cut into her back 
and large bosom. Now she was 
bleeding. The fair skin on her 
shoulders had reddened consider- 
ably, and when the third blow was 
delivered, the flesh grew a deeper 
crimson. The whipper scientifically 
played the thong on the upper por- 
tion of her body until it appeared 
no more stripes could be laid on 
without serious results. At 15 strokes 
he paused. 

Her bonds had loosened because 
of her straining and pulling. They 
were made fast again as she 
choked and sobbed. Only 15 strokes 
had been delivered on her upper 
anatomy and 35 more remained. 
The men in the chamber, two of 
them seated at the table, showed 
no emotion. 

Catching his breath, the whipper 
resumed the flagellation with un- 
diminished vigor. As each stripe 
was brutally placed, the bound one 
cried out and twisted her body 
around, surging from side to side, 
pouring out a torrent of involun- 
tary blasphemies. Her efforts to es- 
cane the whip were in vain; she 
tried to kick her assailant but he 
dodged her and rushed in with 
more swift lashes. Rhythmically 
and forcefully, the man wielded the 
whip. By this time the woman’s 
body was now a bloody red. Galled, 
bruised and agonized, she still 
strained at her bonds, still fought 
the leather as it cut into her tor- 
tured person. 

Before some blows she braced 
herself and put her muscles on 
guard. She planted her feet firmly, 
gritted her teeth and contracted 
her whole muscular system. But as 
the scourge kept falling and the 
number of lashes increased, her 
muscles began involuntarily to con- 
tract in spasms with th^ agony of 
writhing. 

The whipping continued during 
which time the woman often yelled 
with the very anticipation of pain 
before she was struck. But at 33 the 
victim ceased her efforts and hung 
limply as the lashes stung her. 

The executioner kept sweeping 
the whip around his neck and 
bringing the full force of his 
strength upon a gridiron of welts. 
The silence was broken only by the 
scourge as it hissed through the air 
and fell' with a cutting, wiry sound 
upon the mark 

When 50 had been administered, 
she was cut down. She slumped in 
her tracks and lay there as if 
dead. Two of the men raised her 


to her feet, wrapped a wet sheet 
over her and carried her upstairs. 
No one had spoken a word. 

Now it was my turn. 

I had watched the entire proceed- 
ings aghast. What was once a 
handsome woman had before my 
very eyes been beaten to a pulp. 
She had been sentenced to 50 
stripes; my offense apparently being 
more severe, I was ordered the 
total of 50 lashes with the cat-o’- 
ninetails — a sum of 450 stripes on 
my unprotected body. My flesh 
quivered and my jaw trembled. 

The whipper approached and 
bared the upper half of my body. 
He methodically tied a thick cord 
around my right wrist and raised 
my arm overhead while the loose 
end of the rope was made fast 
above. I offered no resistance. My 
other wrist was similarly tied and 
I stood there, both arms stretched 
upward and outward. 

I was ready for the whip. 

‘‘Let us see the mark of good 
Italian muscle on his back,” said 
Ragusa. I turned my head and of- 
fered some weeping entreaties and 
vows of contrition but to no avail. 
I saw him comb out the nine tails 
with his hand and take a running 
step toward me, raise his arm and 
whips at full length to the proper 
elevation and swing them down and 
around my body. 

I was struck with a blow that 
sent electrical charges throughout 
my body; my shoulders tightened 
at the touch of the first stroke and 
I jumped as the nine long thongs 
of leather cut into me. Nine stripes 
of healthy appearance had been 
administered, and this was still the 
first blow. The next stroke came 
too soon. Several of the curled 
thongs had sliced into my chest 
and as I looked down I saw the 
blood oozing forth. 

Two strokes — and already I had 
felt I was thoroughly whipped. 

My body palpitated involuntarily 
and now I noticed that I had been 
crying aloud. I tugged at my bonds. 
"My God! Oh my God!” I cried and 
leaped so as to displace or scatter 
the tails of the scourge. Now the 
third lash crashed up on me and 
I shrieked out in protest. I could 
not take any more. Would it please 
stop? I would do anything. My 
words went unheeded as the 4th, 
5th, 6th and 7th blows rained upon 
me. 

I turned to fight my executioner 
with my feet. He ran around, un- 
concerned, passively taking aim at 
a vulnerable spot. Swoosh — another 
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INVESTIGATE NEW CAREER OPPORTU- 
NITIES IN THE GREAT OUTDOORS. 

Why just "put in your time" on a dull, uninteresting job 
. . . living only for the moments you can go hunting, Ash- 
ing, or camping? Stop dreaming about a wonderful out- 
door career. Do something about it! Prepare NOW — at 
home, spare-time. Learn how to apply for the fascinating 


conservation job you've always wanted. It’s easy, jun — 
^ enjoyable as reading your favorite outdoor niaga ' 

Let your love of held and forest guide you to real success and happiness, as it 


has so many others! Discover how easy it may be to prepare yourself, to go after 
and GET, the outdoor position of your choice — ALMOST REGARDLESS OF 
YOUR EDUCATION OR TRAINING! Mai! coupon below today. 
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A rewarding job for 
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Wardens protect wildlife, apprehend 
law violators . . . often- supervise ref- 
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Opportunities galore in this general 
field! Prepare N ow — at Home! 
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paid tor It! Most states have a preda- 
tory animal problem — hire hunters to 
trap, shoot and poison mountain lions, 
coyotes, wolves, etc. Some states pay 
up to SI 50.00 bounty per major pred- 
ator plus salary. Skilled hunters may 
earn up to S750 and more, in one 
month! Education requirements are al- 
most non-existent — hunting "know 
how” is what coun ts! 
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' ” home! 
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and maintain hatchery equipment. Be- 
ginners start at up to $300 monthly. 
Foremen earn up to $7000 yearly. Al- 
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NOW— at home! 


Because^Hmcrcasing hunting and fish- 
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"Catch ’em Yourself" Trout Pools are 
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bracing weather. Rangers protect trees 


COMPARE THESE MANY EXCITING ADVANTAGES! 
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outdoor jobs. 


PRESTIGE. Command the respect of 
others! Your uniform symbolizes the 
vigilance needed to conserve Amer- 
ica's precious natural resources. 
HEALTHFUL. INTERESTING WORK. 


being you enjoy on vacations and out- 
ings, all the time! You’ll live better 
and longer in a clean, bracing outdoor 
environment. Raise your family in 
health and happiness! 
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blow. This one caught me squarely 
across the shoulders and neck. I 
had not sought this frontal pun- 
ishment, but it was of my own 
doing. Had I stayed firm, the whip 
would have played upon my back. 
But I could not stand still. With 
each stroke I danced about, shriek- 
ing, spitting, jumping and warding 
off my punisher with my legs. 

Still he placed his blows on me 
as I hung there helplessly. At 25 
the upper half of my body was 
burning. Long welts and deep cuts 
had been inflicted on my neck, 
shoulders, chest, diaphragm and 
belly. I could not see my back, but 
I could well imagine what it look- 
ed like, having seen what happened 
to my predecessor. I felt as if I had 
lived my entire life in pain. 

My lungs were bursting for 
breath. 

By now the blows did not seem 
so sharp as they had at first. 


though the whipper had by no 
means diminished the force. Each 
stroke now seemed as if 1 had been 
whacked with a thick piece of 
wood. Pain was registered with each 
blow but it was a dull pain. I no 
longer felt the knots. Nor did I 
struggle. I remember vaguely some- 
one declaring that number 40 had 
been dealt. Each blow of the cat 
drew more blood, each blow worked 
into old sores, and I bled freely. 

I do not remember the whip as 
it whistled and sprayed on me. I 
was now insensitive to its punish- 
ment. My bonds overhead had held 
securely and I stood there calmly 
taking the lash as it was applied. 
When half a hundred of these 
brutal blows had been administer- 
ed, I was freed and escorted to 
the rooms above. Someone com- 
pleted my punishment by rubbing 
a saline solution into the wounds. 
I cried out at the sharpened pain 


but I knew the salt would help 
heal my flesh. 

I had been flogged — whipped 
severely — and now I was to suffer 
the wounds of this flogging in the 
many months to come. Ragusa re- 
minded me again that I was to 
speak to no one of my treatment — 
this under pain of death to me. 

Though I lost my job with the 
Communist Party, I was in mortal 
terror to make any report about the 
affair, lest the Communists bring 
retributions on my sick brother or 
my poor family. I was under treat- 
ment for three months before I 
fully recovered. 

Today, living in the U.S. under 
an assumed name, I still bear the 
scars of my beating. These scars 
will be with me forever, for they 
are the symbols of Communist 
brutality which is marking a trail 
of blood across the pages of human 
civilization. END 


I FOUGHT THE BLOOD MONSTERS 

(Continued from page ISf 


straight at the guide from a bare 
10 feet away. 

I saw the Toala’s arms fly wide 
as if he begged the bull not to kill 
him. My gun was coming up, but 
I had no clear target. The guide 
was in the way. The bull plunged 
ahead. The man screamed, leaped 
aside. I saw the bull’s head hit 
him on the edge of the hip with 
an awful crunch and send him 
slamming to earth. 

I leaped to escape, crashing into 
the jungle. The anoa bull bored 
headlong into the bush. It swal- 
lowed him. I stood there trembling 
with excitement, my rifle ready. 
There was only the splintering of 
branches as the murderer went 
bounding a short distance away. 

And there he stopped, lurking, 
waiting. 

The Toala arose, unsteady, groan- 
ing, holding his left hip with both 
hands. That leg crumpled and he 
fell. There was no time to assist 
him now. 

Motioning the agonized guide to 
lie low, I slithered into the brush. 
Before me a dense thicket loomed. 

It was not hard to guess the 
renegade’s plan: He was lying in 
wait there. 

Carefully I circled the thicket. 
No trail emerged. I began to pick 
my way in from what I judged 
would be the least-expected angle. 
There was little light, it was like 
heavy dusk in the thick foliage. 
Thorns stabbed me. The damnable 
land leeches crawled, measured, bit 
their way over my legs. 

With my knife I slit each one 


I could reach. But the stream of 
them never ended. They were 
everywhere. Step by careful step I 
eased along, peering, listening, 
breath held, heart pounding loudly. 

The thicket erupted. Behind me. 
Seemingly from where I had just 
come. The horn-pronged appari- 
tion, trailing blood, heaved up from 
three steps to my rear, and as I 
whirled he hit me. 

I heard the explosion of my rifle, 
saw the fire lance out into the 
thicket’s dusk. I heard the grunt 
knocked out of him as the bullet 
slammed home. And in almost the 
same instant, I was lifted and spun 
and ripped through the brush. 

My left arm, which had been 
crooked into the rifle sling, felt as 
if it were being torn from my body. 
The anoa bull’s right horn, barely 
missing my body, had caught the 
sling. 

He dragged me, tossed me. My 
face was torn and ripped by brush; 
my head slammed a tree. A vine 
was jerked across my back with 
such force my vertebrae seemed to 
crack. Lights popped in my brain. 
The horn slipped loose. I sprawled. 
Numb. 

I grasped for my rifle. 

I couldn’t find it. 

In front of me, somewhere, I 
heard the bull go down in a heap. 
Not dead. I heard him snorting, 
pawing. He was trying to get up, 
to get back toward me. 

The leeches were swarming over 
me. They pierced through the 
numbness enveloping me. They 
would suck me dry of blood. But 


no, the bull was up. I heard him 
staggering and crashing — toward 
me. I could hear the blood bubbling 
in his nostrils. 

My right hand kept clawing, out- 
ward, grasping for the rifle. My 
left arm wouldn’t move. The whirl- 
ing in my head settled and stead- 
ied. Sight began to return. Sharp- 
er focus. The rifle. I could see the 
stock not six feet in front of me. 

The bull came lurching on. He 
fell. His head raised. Blood and 
saliva drooled from his nose. He 
got his forefeet under him. I 
crawled painfully, dragging my in- 
ert left arm. I crawled to meet 
him, determined now to get my 
hand on the gun. 

My right palm fell upon the 
smooth stock. With all my strength, 
I gripped and pulled and jammed 
the stock back against my shoulder 
and the ground. One-handed, I 
raised it. The barrel wavered. And 
now he was on his feet. 

His head came low. Those devil- 
ish little spikes of horns were aim- 
ed to spit me. He gathered his 
strength for the last great smash 
at me, and I knew almost for a 
certainty that I was too late. Then 
the gun bucked violently. 

The slug caught him in the 
throat. 

He settled back on his haunches. 
But still he refused to die. I got 
my legs under me now. I came up 
to a kneeling position. I swayed. 
I gripped the gun stock between 
my knees and tried to work the 
mechanism, to get a fresh load into 
the breech. The bull lurched drunk- 
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enly toward me — and fell dead. 

For a long time I stayed there 
on my knees, leaning on the gun 
to prop myself up. Slowly my head 
cleared and the numbness in my 
left arm was replaced by pain. 
Blood was trickling down my face 


now from where my head had hit 
the tree. My back still felt broken. 

With my knife I sliced the leech- 
es off me, taking infinite pleasure 
in seeing each one curl and drop. 
Finally I made my way back to 
where the Toala g^de waited. He 


was fighting the leeches and in 
agony with what later turned out 
to be a cracked hip. 

It was only much later that we 
both realized we were the luckiest 
two men on the face of this earth. 

END 


LAST RIDE THROUGH THE GORGE OF DEATH 

(Continued from page 251 


with soft sand. Car wheels keep 
digging down until they bury them- 
selves to the axle. After that it’s 
a man-sized job getting out. 

The palms of my hands were 
wet and sticky on the steering 
wheel. I rubbed them dry on my 
pants legs one at a time. I was 
approaching the narrows and the 
sound kept growing all the time. 
It was raining harder now, too. 
The wipers zipped back and forth. 
Water had started running down 
the stream bed. 

Wherever the canyon is wide 
enough, the road keeps to the high- 
er ground, dipping down and cross- 
ing the stream bed only when ne- 
cessary. As the road swung down, 
I pressed a little harder on the 
gas. Water beat up against the 
floorboards and shot out on either 
side like huge fans. I made the 
opposite side and traveled on for 
another 50 feet to where the can^ 
yon walls pressed in again. Here 
the road went right up the stream. 
Again water pounded the floor- 
boards and sprayed out on both 
sides. 

I shook my head a little, know- 
ing the car couldn’t take much of 
that without the ignition system 
getting wet. 

I rounded a sharp bend and the 
roaring sound suddenly swelled, 
striking me like something alive. 

I stared at the wall of water — 
black, ugly, rolling water. Less 
than a hundred yards away, it 
spread out from one wall of the 
gorge to the other. It seemed as 
high as a house and came surging 
towards me like an express train. 

Tearing the door open, I leap- 
ed out. My feet hit on a pile of 
rocks and I stumbled to my hands 
and knees. There was no chance 
to look around, no chance to plan. 

Desperately I scrambled to my 
feet and raced toward the sand- 
stone wall. Wind hit me, cold, 
moist wind being pushed out ahead 
of the flood waters. 

I hit the wall of the gorge and 
tore at it with my hands and feet. 
Fortunately my shoes were rubber 
soled and the first 10 feet of the 
ledge sloped slightly. The rocks 
were cracked and crumbling, giv- 
ing me enough hand and foot holds 
to reach a small niche about 10 


feet up. This was as far as I could 
go, for from here the sandstone 
rose solid, too steep to climb. 

I flattened myself against the 
.ledge, clinging desperately to the 
wet sandstone while my lungs suck- 
ed for air. The rain was pouring 
down and the wind kept tearing 
at me, trying to rip me off my 
perch. 

I heard the flood hit below me 
and felt the water sucking at my 
legs, 

I twisted about in time to see 
the wall of water smash into the 
Ford. Like some small toy, the 
flood flung it backwards. Then the 
front end of the car lifted and it 
tumbled end over end. After the 
first roll it was completely covered 
with the black, boiling water. 

The water was lapping at my 
legs. It was up to my knees now, 
trying to tear my feet from the 
tiny ledge. 

Frantic, I looked around for 
some way to escape. But there was 
no way to go, except up: and it 
was impossible to go up. Impossible 
except. . . 

A foot and a half above my up- 
stretched hands a peg stuck out 
from the solid sandstone. When 
the telephone line had been run 
through the reef to Hanksville, the 
linemen hadn’t used telephone 
poles. They couldn’t. Instead they 
had driven iron pegs into the sand- 
stone, cemented them in, then se- 
cured the insulators onto the pegs 
and strung their wires. 

The wires were gone now, the 
telephone line no longer in use; 
but the pegs were still there. 

But the one above my head 
might just as well have been a 
thousand miles away for all the 
good it seemed to do. A foot and 
a half! Just 18 inches! Given a 
good footing, I could have jumped 
it with half a try. But with my poor 
footing, and standing knee-deep in 
water, I didn’t have a chance. 
What’s more, one try is all that I 
would ever have. Once my feet left 
the tiny niche, they would never 
find it again beneath those roiling 
waters. 

I forced myself to look away 
from the peg. There was no sense 
making my danger worse by try- 
ing the impossible. 


Already my legs and back were 
aching from the strain and the 
cold. How long the flood waters 
would come pouring down the 
gorge, I didn’t know. It might even 
be for days. All I knew for sure 
was that they were certainly get- 
ting one hell of a rain up on the 
Boulder Mountain. And at that 
moment we were getting a pretty 
good rain right there in Capitol 
Gorge. 

The gorge itself is one of the 
more spectacular features of Capi- 
tol Reef National Monument in 
south-central Utah. Flash floods 
have torn out the gash known as 
Capitol Gorge. Much of the area 
is barren rock. It doesn’t take much 
rain to make a flood since there is 
so little soil to soak up the water. 
It just runs off. Down through the 
washes and gullies it tears, ripping 
away the little soil and hurling 
itself into the Dirty Devil and 
finally the Colorado River. 

Suddenly there was a movement 
under my foot. At first the rock 
seemed almost to drop ever so 
slightly, then it slowly twisted 
away from the ledge. 

Almost sobbing I clung to the 
west sandstone and remembered 
the crumbling, broken sandstone 
that had enabled me to climb the 
ledge in the first place. Water was 
still racing around my legs, knee 
high. The movement of the rocks 
beneath my feet could mean only 
one thing — slowly they were being 
washed away, crumbling under me. 

As the rock settled back, I twisted 
about wondering what chance I 
would have if the rock gave away 
entirely. A few shrubs grew in the 
cracks along the canyon wall. I 
might be able to grasp some of 
them and hang on. 

Just then a movement in back 
of me caught my eye and I twist- 
ed about. A medium-sized cotton- 
wood tree raced past, riding high 
on the flood. 

A sickening fear twisted my stom- 
ach into knots as I suddenly real- 
ized what little chance I would 
have against flood waters like 
that. 

The rocks under my feet moved 
again. 

Almost frantically I twisted 
about, searching for some escape. 
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Dora Lee Club 


P. O. Box 3516 Chicago 54, Illinois 
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we have her— and she is registered in our files, just waiting for you. 


Remember This as long as you live: 

We have the most up-to-date equipment in existence for mak- 
ing a happy union. And we know we have developed a sys- 
tem that is years ahead of the times. 

We are the originators of the Famous Matching Chart, and 
we have been so successful that people have requested that 
we make this opportunity available to all. 

Please draw a ring around yes or no. 


Does it annoy you to be interrupted when talking? 

Yes 

No 

Are you happy most of the time? 

Yes 

No 

Do you like pets? 

Yes 

No 

Do you like city life? 

Yes 

No 

Do you like the country? 

Yes 

No 

Have you ever been in love? 

Yes 

No 

Do you have happy memories of a previous love? 

Yes 

No 


Your Name - Age 

Address 

City - Zone State 

Now it depends on you. Write us a confidential letter about 
yourself and also send questionnaire to 


DORA LEE CLUB 


P. O. Box 3516, CHICAGO 54, ILLINOIS 




Outdoor Use — 
Parties — 
Gatherings — 
Basement or 
Den 

This beautiful, portable 
Home Bar makes it easy 
to serve cuests in real 
style. Made for both in- 
door and outdoor use. 
Its handsome contrast 
of wood grain & gold 
finish makes for a 
sparkling setting in the 
home. Adds class to any 
party or gathering, and 
points up the cleverness 
of its proud owner, And, 
for relaxing at home, in 
the parlor, den or base- 
ment it's certainly a con- 
venient. handsome ad- 
dition. Only M-9S. Com- 
parable in satisfaction 
and utility to bars selling 
for $30. 

10 DAY FREE TRIAL 

I 10 Days fftfE! It nol delirhlM. 
return lor full reluncl Bui Ofrli-r now Hi' 
cause of it', laree 'irc wu .in’ Inncil In 
ask for 63c additional shipinnK ih.icKi's 


MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 


! THE S. J. WEGMAN COMPANY 
■ LYNBROOK. NEW YORK DEPT BR29 

I Rush niy new portahit; Hoim; H.ir ,il nn 
. If I am nol clclijthluit I m.iy ri'lurn it .il 
I fen days Fn.T Tn.il for (immiil ii'iiiini 

■ full purchase price 

[ I Send C.OO. I will pay poslni.iri on 
I livery plus C.O.D shiiipim; ih.in'i--. 
"Ml enclose 4.98 + 63c shippuu'. i n.irr 

■ NAME 

J_AD0R^S_ ,_._ __ _ _ 


READING GLASSES 

FOR PEOPLE OVER 40 

ONLY 


YOU GET THE FINEST LENSES 
AND SAVE UP TO $12 or more 

You will bless the day you read this ad!!! No longer FEATURES 
need you strain or squint to read small tyi>e. CLEAR* , finest 
VISION MAGNIFYING SPECTACLES give you lenses lenses 
where they are most effective and convenient. Small type • Precision ground 
you could hardly read will jump up clear and large. polished 

Now you can read fine bible print, find telephone num* * Latest style frames 
bers and read newspapers with ease never before possible. * Attractive durable 

shriek resistant 

MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE — YOU RISK NOTHING 
CLEARVISION READING GLASSES use precision ground and polished 
lenses. You could pay up to $18.00 for glasses and not get greater effec- 
tiveness or satisfa^ion. Set in attractive shock-resistant optical frames 
designed for years of service and they cost you complete only $2.95. 

SEND NO MONEY — 30 DAY FREE TRIAL 
Order today. Send your name, address, age and "sex. We will rush your 
CLEARVISION READING GLASSES to you C.O.D. You pay postman 
$2.95 plus a few cents C.O.D. postage. If you are not completely satisfied 
just return. We will refund the full purchase price promptly. Save C.O.D. 
charges. Send $2.95 and we pay ail shipping charges. Same guarantee. 

NTULIFE PRODUCTS Dept. 402 WILTON, CONN. 




It’s Big- 

39" wide. 38" high. 13" deep 

sturdily built of aluminum laminated & wood 
grain finished Multi Flute fibreboard. this hand- 
some home bar is resistant to alcohol and soda 
stains. Handy built-in shelf holds full supply 
of bottles, glasses, and napkins. Full site bar 
top holds drinks, prettels. chips, etc. Sets up 
in a jiffy and folds compact for easy storage. 
A beaut for your home, and a novel gift. 


I looked up the canyon, praying 
for another cottonwood, one that 
would swing close to my side of the 
canyon. If one did come close, I 
made up my mind to try for it. 
Once on top I might ride it out 
through the gorge. There the flood 
would spread itself out over the 
level land and I might have a 
chance. 

I let out a yell when a huge cot- 
tonwood swung around the bend 
far up the gorge. 

Slowly I tried to twist myself 
around so that I might make a 
leap for the tree. But even as I 
moved I felt the sickening lurch 
of the rock beneath me. I was 
sure I was gone. But once more 
the rock settled back, as though 
reluctant to leave. 

I sucked in my breath. Every 
muscle in my body seemed to be 
aching now, my arms, my shoul- 
ders, my back, my legs. I wanted 
to scream and beat my fists against 
the sandstone. But I didn’t. I just 
stood there, straining my muscles 
to keep from tumbling into the 
churning waters. From upstream 
the cottonwood moved down to- 
wards me. Actually it came at a 
terrific speed, but to me it seemed 
to be hardly moving at all. 

It came nearer, but it was swing- 
ing out, far out towards the oppo- 
site side of the gorge. I cursed it 
all the way past. 

I looked again up the gorge. 

The flood waters were free of 
trees. 

My footing lurched again, more 
violently this time. I knew then 
that time was desperately short. 
And still I could find no possible 
means of escape. 

The flood water was actually a 
few inches lower on my legs now, 
but that meant nothing. It was 
still raining hard. As long as it 
continued, the flood waters would 
stay up. Even after the rain stop- 
ped, it might take hours to drain 
off in the surrounding country. 

I looked again at the peg stick- 
ing out from the stone wall above 
my head. Rain splattered in my 
face. I couldn’t help cursing a lit- 
tle at the irony of it. There was 
safety — just 18 inches away. 

If only . . . 

Suddenly I looked down, but my 
body was pressed hard against the 
ledge. Slowly I moved my one 
hand down along the sandstone, 
my heart pounding inside me like 
a jackhammer. 

My hand reached the heavy 
brass buckle of my wide leather 
belt. My fingers fumbled from the 
cold and the muscle strain as they 
slowly unbuckled the belt. Careful- 
ly I pulled it from around me and 
raised it up to my other hand. 
Carefully I buckled it into the first 
hole and worked the end of the 
belt back through the metal guard. 
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Math ematics Mad e Simple 


HERE'S YOUR chance to discover the famous. 

proven MADE SIMPLE method and set 
richly-bound volume, MATHEMATICS MADE 
SIMPLE absolutely free! 

This bis. handsome book is part of a new. prac- 
tical. seH-teachins prosram that offers you and your 
family a chance to master important up-to-date 
subjects we use in business, conversation and 
readins- Your children will find this program inval- 
uable in doins their homework and urtiinu liieln'r 
ureilr-. WRITING. SPEAKING. PSYCHOLOGY. 
LAW. LITERATURE. HISTORY. MATHEMAT- 
ICS. BOOKKEEPING. WORD POWER . . these 
ere only some of the useful, profitable subjects 
necessary for advancement on the job and socially 
. ' the Made Simple self-teaching method makes 
a part of you ... in a« Hlll<- as l.> minulr. a dav ; 


I NO MONEY TO SEND! MAIL COUPON TODAY! 

{ Mode Simple Books, Dept. M- 307 
I 220 Fifth Avenue, New York , N. Y. 

I Please send me MATHEMATICS MADE 
I SIMPLE absolutely FREE. At the same 
I time. send, on approval, the next Self-Teach- 
I ing volume. ENGLISH MADE SIMPLE. 

I After 7 days examination. If I decijle to keep 
I this book. I will pay only the subscriber's 
I special low price of SI. 98 plus a few cents 
I postage and handling. 

I I will be entitled to receive each following 
I deluxe volume of the Made Simple Self- 
I Teaching Program when ready (2 volumes a 
I month will be released) at the same low 
I price, sending no money in advance. 

I I may return or will pay for any book 
I within 7 days after receiving it. I may cancel 

■ my reservation after buying one. two. or as 
I manv books as I please and vou agree to send 
I me no further volumes after vou receive mv 
I cancellation. In any ease. MATHEMATICS 
I MADE SIMPLE is mine to keep — * ABSO- 

■ LUTELY FREEI 


Fill the Gaps in Your Family’s 
Education With This Amazing 

MADE SIMPLE 

Self -Teaching Program 


Mathematics 

English 

Chemistry 

Physics 

Biology 

American History 


Covering the following subjects: 


Everyday Law 
Spanish 
French 
Psychology 

Business Letter Writing 
Bookkeeping 


Word Mastery 
The Art of Speaking 
The Art of Writing 
World Literature 
World History 
Music Appreciation 


Art Appreciation 
Philosophy 
Astronomy 
Chess 

Contract Bridge 


All You Want to Know About Mathematics ... in Clear. USABLE FORM! 


Do you wish you could use arithmetic, alge- 
bra. geometry and trigonometry to save time 
and money ... to win job promotions and good 
grades? Do you wish you could handle a slide 
rule or solve problems in business math quickly 
and easily? Do you and your family want to 
KNOW more about MATHEMATICS because 
it is the basic cornerstone of modern civili- 

If you answer "yes." this handsome volume 
is what you're looking for. MATHEMATICS 
MADE SIMPLE can be worth hundreds of 
dollars to you this year alone. But it's yours 
FREE if you act at once. The fascinating con- 
tents include; 

• "HIGH SPEED”ARITHMETIC. 3 ways to 
add faster. How to figure profit. loss, interest, 
percentage, taxes. Short cuts with decimals. 
Quick multiplication and division methods. 
Fractions, square roots, etc. 

• GEOME'TRY AND TRIGONOMETRY. 
Axioms and theorems made simple. How to 


figure angles, volume, areas. What surveyors 
do. Longitude and latitude. Sines, cosines, 
tangents. How logarithms simplify multiplica- 
tion. Measuring very large or distant objects. 
Tables of logs and angle functions. 

• ALGEBRA. Principles of Algebra. How 
equations help solve everyday problems quick- 
ly. Ratio and proportion. Positive and negative 
numbers. How to use a slide rule. Square and 
cube roots, simultaneous equations, etc. 

• OTHER PRACTICAL PROBLEMS- Con- 
structing graphs, charts, blueprints, etc. Weights 
and measures. Englistv money. Board feet. 
Solve "home handyman" problems. Bushel, 
cord, metric measure. Calculate acreage, etc. 

PLUS hundreds of other topics. There’s no 
confusing language, no complicated diagrams 
and charts. Anybody can understand the 
MADE SIMPLE method. To introduce this 
wonderful new plan, we offer this big book 
MATHEMATICS MADE -SIMPLE absolutely 
FREE. Simply mail coupon now! 


Here’s How These New Richly-Bound Made Simple Volumes Use Everyday Situations to Teach 
Science. Business, Cultural and School Subjects — Assure Complete Mastery for Faster 
Job Advancement, Better School Grades ... Richer, Fuller Living — in 15 Minutes a Day! 

fliithi and 


Name 













You Learn When You Want — Like Having 

College Instructors in Your Own Home . . . 

For Only Pennies a Day! 

The MADE SIMPLE method teaches you easily 
and naturally — in a practical, useful manner and 
not by memorizing lists and rules. Instead of the 
confused explanations that clutter up most books. 
MADE SIMPLE uses clear, everyday language 
that cviTvl>««ly can understand. The “handpicked” 
expert authors include lawyers. C.P.A.’s, Associate 
and Full Professors of leading colleges, instructors 
from Princeton. De Paul. City College of New 
York, Rutgers and many others. 

Best of all, you nrv<-r have to buy any materials 
or extra books or outlines to round out your cqurses. 
Each MADE SIMPLE volume is complete in it- 
self. They start from the beginning, assume no 
previous knowledge of the material and lead you 
quickly and carefully through phase of the 

subject. 

Complete Explanations, Simple Illustrations 
Make Every Point Clear— No Previous 
Knowledge of the Subject Required 

Let's look at one of the books and see how the 
MADE SIMPLE method makes every point abso- 
lutely clear by using simple, everyday illustrations 
and examples. 

In PHYSICS MADE SIMPLE, in the section 
on air pressure, you see this experiment which you 
can do right now in your own home. "Hold one 
edge of a piece of letter paper against your chin 
just below your lower lip, with the paper hanging 
over and down. If you now blow above the paper, 
it will rise to a horizontal position as if pulled 
upward in the air stream." By using only a piece 
of paper, you have performed an experiment that 
demonstrates the important principles involved in 




It's as easy as that! In other 
books, you would first "plough 
through" Bernoulli's Law. Boyle's 
Law and other technical terms. Here, 
however, you read a simple explana- 
tion. do an interesting experiment 
and iIk-ii -learn the required tech- 
nical terms. As a result they will 
(iK'an something to you. That’s 
why the MADE SIMPLE method has worked for 
thousands of people who needed more help than 
you may think you do. You would expect lo pay 
three to four dollars apiece for these 8*8 x liV*- 
inch beautifully bound, richly stamped library vol- 
umes. But if you take advantage of this amazing 
FREE offer, you pay only $1.98 per volume. You 
can stop whenever vou want. Meanwhile you are 
building a permanent reference set for your home 
^a handsome educational "tool" the whole family 
will use again and again. 

See- for yourself without risk. Send for your 
FRE^bc«k. MATHEMATICS MADE SIMPLE 


receive another handtome. matched li- 
brary volume. ENGLISH MADE 
SIMPLE Tor FREE examination. This 

pressive English. You learn how 
punctuate sentences correctly; bow 
build a better vocabulary: how to wri 
eReclive personal and business leilei 
Here's a rich treasury of useful ar 
proAiahIr guides to good English usag 





Earn Spare Time Cash 
Soon After You Start 

Like many other CTI students, you 
can earn up to $15 a week and more 
in spare time as you train. CTI les- 
sons are so practical you'll soon start 
repair work for friends and neighbors, 
perhaps in the local garage, or in 
your back yard. It's entirely possible 
you will earn yourself a reputation 
for doing good work and build up a 
list of customers who'll put you in 
business. Many CTI graduates got 
their start that way. Remember, with 
spare time earnings, you can pay for 
your tuition. 

Training Pays Off 

0 ^^ "Have bettered myself nearly 
100*10. Am in partnership with 
f<»«lanother fellow and we have 
cars of our own."— A. H- 
VW CATES. MAINE. 


"After my completion of 
training in auto mechanics. 1 
started a* a full-fledged me- 
chanic in a Buick garage." — 
W. CARTWRIGHT. IND. 


‘*I‘m a student. Walked into a Cadillac- 
Oldsmobile garage and showed the 
owner my student identiflcalion card. 
He offered me a job as an apprentice 
mechanic. Said he would pay for nw 
training."-CORLISS DARNSTAEDT. 
WYO. 

“On comi^etion of my course. I srent 
to nmk in a garage repairing genera- 
tors. starters and other electrical equip- 
ment. Training is complete and tbor- 
ougb."-J. EDWARDS. ILL. 

“I have made good progress and have 
had 3 pay raises in 8 months. Before 
1 took course. I knew very little about 
a car engine^ But now I can step up 
and do most any job.”— W. LONG. PA. 


That better job you've always wanted is waiting for 
you. It’s waiting in the automotive industry, where 
more than 50,000 mechanics are needed. They’re 
needed because there are over 60 million cars and 
trucks on the road, and about two-thirds of them 
are in the “heavy repair” classification. That spells 
OPPORTUNITY for you— opportunity for interest- 
ing work, wages that rank with America’s highest, 
and lifetime security. Yes, you can earn up to $125 
a week and more— even go into business for yourself 
—when you are qualified! 

And how do you qualify? The fast and sure way 
is to let CTI bring its original Shop-Method training 
to you at home. Based on resident-school experience, 
this method trains you in every phase of mechanics, 
including: tune-up: overhaul; automatic transmission; 
power systems; electric and cooling systems; every- 
thing you need to know. You can have additional 
training, without extra cost, in Diesel Mechanics or 
Body & Fender Rebuilding, if desired. But get the 
full story: Mail coupon below for two new books— 
BOTH FREE. Act today. 

Learn by Practicing with Kits 
MtCHANICS TOOLS- 

In addition to easy-to-under- 
stand picture lessons, you get 
this valuable set of fine qualt- 
ty mechanic’s tools. It’s yours 
to use and keep. Tools in- 
create your interest, help you 
get practical experience. 





TUHl-UP KIT- 

Only CTI sends you this kit of 
essential tune-up instruments. 
You get a Compression Tester, a 
Vacuum Gauge and Fuel Pump 
Tester, an Ignition Timing Light, 
and a portable steel case. E^ch 
instrument is the product oj a 
famous manufacturer— helps you 
do professional work. 


COMMERCIAL TRADES INSTITUTE 


T400 Greanlaof Avs. D*p>. A 4 1 6 
Chicago 26, III. 

Mail iH« SompI* leiton ond n«w 38-p 


Apprpvpd Member Notienol Home Study Council 



Once again I looked up at the 
peg. Carefully I braced myself. 
With one hand I flung the belt out- 
ward, then upward. 

Almost at the same instant the 
rock beneath me turned ever so 
slightly. The belt missed. It would 
have missed anyway for it went up 
all rounded out, and it would have 
to be almost flattened out to reach 
the peg. 

Once again I braced myself. I 
took the belt and tried to crease it 
on opposite sides by pushing it 
against the rocks. It helped, but 
the belt still wouldn't lay out 
straight. 

I tried another shot at the peg 
and missed. I tried another. And 
another. And another. 

Then I tried creasing it again 
by laying against it with my whole 
body. The stone beneath my feet 
was moving almost continuously 
now. I knew it was only a matter 
of minutes before it would go. 

I tried another dozen times and 
wanted to cry each time I failed. 

Then I suddenly seemed to know 
that my time had run out. Maybe 
it was the way the rock was mov- 
ing. Maybe it was something else. 
I don’t know what it was, but I 
was sure I wouldn’t have more 
than one more try. 

I was missing the peg by only a 
couple inches. I bent my knees 
what little I could against the 
ledge, turning my legs sideways. I 
braced myself, tensed every mus- 
cle. Slowly I brought my arm back. 

As I swung the belt, I leaped. It 
wasn't much of a leap — only a few 
inches, but they were enough. 

The belt swung up and over the 
peg. 

Even as it did the rock beneath 
me tumbled over and went down 
into the churning waters with a 
soft gurgling sound. 

It was a good belt and a solid 
peg. Somehow I managed to get my 
leg up and through the belt and 
my hands on the peg. And there 
I waited for hours for the flood 
waters to recede. It was almost 
dark when I finally let go of the 
peg, then dropped back to the bot- 
tom of Capitol Gorge. 

For hours I stumbled through the 
darkness, slithered and fell in the 
mud, crashed into boulders and 
downed trees before I reached the 
other end of Capitol Gorge. A half 
a mile beyond I found a road camp. 
Here were a cook shack and a 
couple of tents where a half a doz- 
en men were camped while repair- 
ing the road. 

Two days later I was back in 
central Utah. No more short cuts 
for me! Next time I’ll take the long 
way and get there quicker. END 


BUY U.S. BONDS 




TOO MANY 
LOVES 

HAD ROBERTA 

fContinued from pago 4SI 


the blue purse. He recoiled instant- 
ly and turhed away. 

“Know anything about it?” Haus 
asked. 

“Never saw it before.” 

“Didn’t she have it last night? 
Or this morning?” 

Jones finally nodded. “It was a 
present from another fellow.” 
“And you didn’t like that,” Haus 
said. 

“I’m telling you all I know,” 
Jones said, firmly. “We talked for 
a while and I said I guess I would 
be going, and she said she was 
scared and asked me to stay all 
night.” 

“Scared of. what . . . whom?” 
“The fellow who gave her the 
purse. He wanted her to marry him 
and leave Tulsa. She turned him 
down and he threatened her. She 
was afraid to stay alone.” 

“What’s his name?” asked Haus. 
“Where does he live?” 

“She never told me,” Jones said. 
He hesitated a bit and reddened. 

Haus asked carefully, “Was some- 
thing else said?” 

“I asked her if she loved him,” 
said Jones. “She said she’d never 
love anybody except John Whit- 
acre, and she would stay in Tulsa 
and face the fact. That’s all. I 
left at daylight.” 

A few more questions convinced 
the chief that Jones had nothing 
to gain and nothing to lose by 
Mrs. Whitacre’s death. Advising 
him to keep himself available for 
further questioning, Haus dismiss- 
ed him, and the detectives drove 
to the North Delaware residence of 
John Whitacre. 

Whitacre was stunned by the 
news that his ex-wife had been 
found shot. He sat tensely silent 
a long moment, then raised his 
grim face. He told the officers 
Roberta lived alone at the Rich- 
mond street address and that he 
had seen little of her since their 
divorce. 

Haus didn’t feel that he was 
making any progress here, and re- 
turned to headquarters. Men at the 
coroner’s ofBce and a mortician 
were just concluding their exami- 
nation of the body. The police 
physician had removed the bullet. 
“It’s a .38,” he informed Haus. 
“Bring me the gun and I’ll tell 
you if it’s the murder weapon,” he 
said. 
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by m»U. Capacity c 
machine: *25. C 
pntit per Keur 


6«t ORDERS and CASH fran yeer Mail* 
aia*— da wark in SPARE TIME at hame 
— ar expand inia FULL TIME business. 

Send coupon for Free facts about 
the newcet and moat fascinatinff of 
all home operated busineaaea. For 
the firat time a simplirled machine 
brines the fabulous profits of Flattie 


wlthii 


:he reach of the 


orders pourlne 




Mdtellwwsands of Btoutifui Art Creotiens 

CesTUMC JEWELRY • CISARETTE BOXES 
T BXY* • CANDLESTICKS a COASTEMS 
LAMP BASES • BOOK ENDS. ..ALL 
^^ARKLINC COLOKBD FLAS 


MA/L f 


WARNER ELECTRIC CO. 

ISIS iareis A*., Dept. L<5SD Chitage ]«, III. 

I WARNER ELECTRIC CO., ISIS iareis Av. 

{ Dept. L.&SO Chitoge 26, III. 
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MORE BRILLIANT 
THAN DIAMONDS 
YET ONLY l/30th 
THE COST! 



AOURA gem Io' only l/30lh the 
£01* ol e genuine diamond Seletfed r'.* «lth 
Idceii DO'iihed by shined hundi AQuRA 
GEMS hdve d h qher I ght 'eirdction th<m did- 
mondi 6u* loit compdfe the p'Ice A per'eef 
one-cardt d.dmond dbOu* Si 000 A compd'd- 
b'e one cd'dt ADURA GEM umet only S24 
including Fede'di Tax Eoe'y ADURA G£m i, 
feg'i’e'ed 

Cd~ be bought on small easy payments. 

Sdlislaction gua'anieed O' money back 

Send no money . , . Moil Today! 


ADURA GEMS. Dept. APO I 

R. O. Box 5123, Logan Station, Phila. 41, Panna. 


ADDRESS 

CITY 



e is John Winters and "nerres" uade ny life niter- 
able— thit simple, erery.dty kind of neirousnoss eilileh etn 
cause such untold ancuisiL So canpare my MlTerint with yours 
and be prepared to hear the heppiest new* in years — for 
both women and men. 1 wts luapy. littery. Irrliable. couldn't 
sleep, almost franlle at times No one saened to undarsttmi 
1 was trowing older, full of fears and anxieties about ny 
family affairs, health. 1 read booka on how t« conquer "naraet" 

I look vUtmlns. tonics, even powerful tadatlees which I haled 
Then one day a famous doctor cold me about lha new dlseevery 
ef a remarkable “safety fseler*'. now compounded In a formula 
of highly approved medical value for bMh men and women. 
This new medicine celms and tranquilizes the nerves and It 
never habit-fornint. I am so happy I want everyona who suf 
fers 10 know about this wondarful way te help yes teel calm ell 
day. sleep well at nlpht— te feel free frem the fear ef “narvea". 
But the story is loo long to tell here Please send your aane 
and address and I’ll send you the nost welcome news In yeara. 
-Tohn Winter*. 313 East S3rd St.. .Api,2 203N. Y, 22, N. V. 


I A CHILDREN’S 
lU DRESSES 


13 « 



TREMENDOUS ASSORTMENT 
d condition, rpody to wear, 
hobte, colorful cottonil 
includes all 10 dresses! 


FREE GIFT WITH EVERY ORDER! 

Send $1 deposit now I Poy postman bolanee 
plus C.O.D. and postage. 

MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 

”nT-WTEllAif5RDEr house' 

15 HESTER ST., DEPT. RG4, 
NEW YORK 2, N. Y. 

$1 DEPOSIT Age 
MUST 

ACCOMPANY 
ORDER! 


No order occepled without $1 deposit. 


BIZARRE 


BOOK 

SERVICE 

Depl.23S 


^40 E. 23rd $t„ N. Y. 10, N. Y. 

Mcura rare, dwt*of>^iit tuterlc*, ctir* 
IBM at itremlum pricet. Civ* tHie*, aw> 
Ltiian BT sub|ed< desired. (We buy private 
pibrartep— lead Ibt). Be SUtE ta Mad petf- 
I addrtued, gtamped eavelapa far ra^ly* 


JOBS ON SHIPS 


MEN WANTED (16-66) 
.HIGH PAY, Earn while you 
•Travel to forelgm lands. 
g^lRxperience not required. 
■^iChofce iobs: merchants, 

“ — Fvachte, luxury iinerp. 
^freighters, etc. Adventurel 
Write for FREE information. 

WORLD-WIDE SCAMEN’S SERVICE 
Dept. R.I BOD W. 42 St.. New York U. N.V. 


BECOIVIE AN EXPERT IN 


TRAFFIC 
TRANSPORTATION 


Tnfflc 0 >«n earn P4.0( 


of hrms oacd 


time at home fur executi^'e trWTIc J uIm. Fcraonal tminlna under IraAc 
authorities. Write for free booh “TraflVeand Transportatioo.'* 

LASALU Extension Universi^. 417 $a. Oevbem SL 

ACarresFendance InalltwlleA 0*M.TE96 Chaeaso S. Ml. 
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“We’li start checking pawn shops, 
hardware stores and gun repair 
businesses, come morning,” order- 
ed Haus, and the death bullet was 
added to the only other clue in 
the case — the blue purse at head- 
quarters. 

They beat the shrubbery which 
surrounded the cottage and search- 
ed the house. No revolver turned 
up, which they thought the killer 
might have discarded. They were 
about to return to their car when 
they spotted two boys who had 
come up on bicycles and stopped 
on the sidewalk, watching them. 
Lang called the boys over. 

The youths identified themselves 
as Jack Swanson and Glenn Babb. 
Babb lived two doors south of the 
Whitacre home. Swanson had been 
visiting him and they had been 
working on their bicycle when they 
had heard something like pistol 
shots and saw a car go down the 
street “kinda slow.” 

Lang’s face lighted. ‘‘What kind 
of car?” 

Babb said it was a black four 
door sedan. Swanson thought it 
was a Buick. 

“Did you see who was driving?” 
Haus asked. 

Both youths had caught a 
glimpse of the driver. He was 
middle-aged, with dark hair and 
balding. 

At the same moment Detective 
Smith and Purdie were picking up 
the same description of a man who 
had purchased a dozen cartridges 
for a .38 revolver the morning of 
the murder in a hardware store at 
the corner of Admiral and Lewis. 

“I never saw him before,” the 
clerk said. “He wasn’t tall, 5-6 may- 
be, and slim. He had black hair, 
thin on the forehead, and drove off 
in a black 1947 Buick.” 

He was asked to come to head- 
quarters, where he joined Swan- 
son and Babb in observing rogues 
gallery photos for possible suspects. 
But all further developments <5f 
this lead were discouraging. 

“I’m convinced we can turn up 
this bird if we keep digging,” Haus 
told his men. 

But after twelve hours more of 
searching, they hadn’t. 

But another development was 
taking place in the communica- 
tions section of the police depart- 
ment. 

The afternoon of the day of the 
slaying, a resident named John 
Hair had called to report that he 
had loaned his car to a friend. The 
friend had kept it over nine hours 
now, had mentioned that he might 
leave Tulsa, and Hair was afraid 
he did not intend to return it. He 
asked that the car be placed on 
a pickup list, but had been told 
it would have to be missing for 
36 hours before it could be picked 


up since it had been borrowed with 
his knowledge. 

The complaint desk had made 
a report of the matter, however, 
and filed it for future reference in 
event the car was not returned and 
Hair called back when the proper 
time had expired. 

Hair had not called back, and 
a clerk clearing the file of pend- 
ing matters noted the description 
of the automobile. It was a 1947 
Buick. It was a four door sedan. It 
was black color. He pulled the re- 
port and turned it immediately to 
the detective bureau. 

Haus called John Hair on the 
phone. Hair assured him there was 
no need for further worry. His 
friend had returned the machine. 

The chief explained it was neces- 
sary to have the man’s name and 
description to complete the disposi- 
tion of the complaint, and Hair 
readily told him he was an employe 
of a bottling company on East Ad- 
miral boulevard named Jess Dodds. 
Haus then wrote down the descrip- 
tion of Dodds while the other of- 
ficers in the room looked on in 
astonishment — 41, 5 - 6, slender 
build, 130 pounds, black hair, bald- 
ing in front. 

Within a few minutes, Haus, 
Smith, Lang and Purdie were talk- 
ing to Hair at his residence. Hair 
told them he had let Dodds have 
the car about 7:30 a.m., that he 
had come back about 10 o’clock, and 
left again, returning a second time 
shortly after noon. 

“He was going out where he 
worked to pick up his check. He 
planned to leave Tulsa, and when 
he didn’t show up by 3 o’clock, I 
thought he had taken my car and 
I called the police. He brought it 
back a few minutes later. I haven’t 
seen him since.” 

The detectives checked at the 
bottling plant. Dodds had quit his 
job and picked up his pay the 
morning before. They checked at 
his apartment, but the landlady 
said he had paid his rent and 
checked out early that afternoon. 

Haus ordered a general pickup 
order for Jess Dodds, and within 
the next few minutes the Tulsa 
police radio crackled steadily. Hair’s 
address was covered in event he 
might return there, and officers 
throughout the city were alerted 
to watch for the suspect. 

On belief that he had already 
left Tulsa, the state highway pa- 
trol carried the pick up in a state- 
wide broadcast, and even sent the 
alarm into adjoining states. 

An hour later, state troopers got 
a tip on a man fitting Dodd’s 
description on Highway 66 near 
Sapulpa, but by 9 p.m., he had been 
checked out by a unit at Bristow 
and released. 

The payoff came shortly after 


midnight. Detectives Smith and 
Purdie were patroling the area near 
the scene of the slaying, and were 
just approaching the Whitacre 
home when they saw a man on the 
sidewalk. 

Smith, at the wheel, had been 
relating an earlier experience where 
the killer in the case got so curi- 
ous he had returned to the scene 
and was trapped by officers. 

“Look at that fellow!” interrupt- 
ed Purdie. “What’s he walking so 
fast for? I’d swore he came out 
of the Whitacre driveway!” 

Smith speeded up. 

As they neared the man, he start- 
ed to run down the alley. Smith 
stopped the car and the officers 
leaped out. Purdie circled to block 
his path. Smith came up from be- 
hind and grabbed him, but the 
man shook loose with a scowl, and 
handed the detective a .38 Colt’s 
revolver. 

“I’m not trying to make a break,” 
he growled. “I just wanted to be 
sure I’d killed her, . . .” 

At headquarters, he readily ad- 
mitted he was Jess Dodds. “I want- 
ed to be sure she was dead,” he re- 
peated. “I saw her fall. . . .” He 
clasped his hands over his eyes as 
though to close out the sight. 

He said she had opened the door 
about half way and opened the 
screen. “She told me good morning 
and invited me in. I asked her if 
she was going to kill me, and she 
said, ‘I don’t know.’ I told her I 
wanted her purse and she got it 
and gave it to me.” 

He identified the blue purse at 
headquarters as the one he had 
given her several weeks before. 

“She usually kept a gun in the 
purse, but there was none in it, and 
I gave it back to her,” 

She had grabbed the purse and 
tried to close the door, and he had 
shot four times, three bullets going 
wild and one entering her body. 

After the slaying he had check- 
ed into a downtown hotel under a 
fictitious name, slept part of the 
afternoon, made a round of several 
beer taverns, returned the borrow- 
ed car and went back to the hotel 
to sleep. 

He had not left the hotel until 
shortly after midnight the next 
day, had not heard a radio or seen 
a newspaper, and had returned to 
the Whitacre home to see if he had 
actually killed her. 

Dodds signed his confession. 
County Attorney Wheeler charged 
him with murder. On October 14, 
1953, he pleaded guilty before Dis- 
trict Judge W. Lee Johnson and 
was sentenced to life imprisonment 
at hard labor in the Oklahoma 
state penitentiary at McAlester. 

Note: The names "'Adelaide Page” 
and "‘Earlie Jones” are fictitious. 
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SEILING OUT GIFTS WORTH $250,000 
AT SAVINGS UP TO 60% 


MUST RAISE 
$250,000 

We need $250,000 cash to pay 
arrival of new merchandise from 
factories. Our need is your gain! 
Order now! SAVE up to 67%. 
Mention item number when order- 
ing! Send check, cash, or m.o. 
Satisfaction .guaranteed or money 
back! 


fprf 

GERMAN 
MV BLA 


$15 VALUE 

$669 

GERMAN PRECISION 
.22 BLANK PISTOL 

For fun, sporta, protection against night prowl- 
ers! Precision made in the high traditions of 
German guncraft! Exact dimensions, finish and 
design of death-dealing automatics. Uses only 
.22 cal. harmless blanks. Specially designed 
chamber gives terrific percussion audible at 
enormous distances, enough to frighten the day- 
lights out of any “character.” 6 shot fully auto- 
matic magazine. Safety catch, self-ejecting clip. 
Carbon steel construction; deluxe Cordovan 
handle. 4" long. No permit needed. Cartridges 
available everywhere for about 1?. Can be sent 
anywhere outside N. Y. State. 

No. Ill 6.4* 



HI-SPEED 
HOME & CAR 
WASHER 

$198 

. . I romplele 


Wash owoy Diri! QukkI Eosyl 

Scrub, suds, rinse in one operation. 
Attach to hose . . . wash cars, win- 
dows, floors, screens, etc. in HALF 
time. No splashing! Has 2 wash 
heads — use brush head for washing 
dirt, citcular SQUEEGEE head for 
smooth surfaces, window.s, etc. 
Wipes as it washes. Automatic 
Hydraulic Sudser built-in! No back 
or arm strain. New 3 section han- 
dle — extends from 1 to 3 ft. Send 
1.98 for COMPLETE kit: 3 section 
handle. 2 heads, automatic sudser, 
plus liberal supply of Detergent 
PelleU FREE. 

No. 44 Cempicte Klt....1.*8 


Mighty Midget SPY CAMERA 



TAKE 

__ SECRET 
^ PICTURES 

ONLY 



This precision-made camera is tiny — barely 
IVi" high. Originally designed for detec- 
tive and espionage work. Wonderful for 
taking surprise shots. Can lie hidden in 
palm of hand. Takes pictures of unbeliev- 
able sharpness which magnify beautifully. 
Solid metal construction, genuine coated 
lens, high speed shutter « professional 
viewfinder. Gives instant and time settings. 
Surprise your fiiends with candid shots 
they never dreamed you were taking. 
FKEE — -Genuine Pigskin Leather Case and 
2 rolls of film. NOTE: This camei;i hat 
genuine Minuscus lens. Not a toy but p 
precision-made camera easily worth S<10 in 
the service and pleasure it gives you. 

No. 48 1.98 


POWERFUL 

FOLD-AWAY BINOCULARS 



As easy to carry as your matches— weighs only 
IMi oz. and folcis away when not in use to only 
3’4xl*4 inches. Snaps open into full focusing 
size when needed! Terrific power, gives you 
thrilling views up to 10 miles away! New im- 
proved model. Made by reputable German fac- 
tory. Has built-in magnetiQ compass. Fits vest 
pocket or purse. Fully guaranteed. 

No. 93 Only 2.99 



3 TURRET 

MICROSCOPE 


Ideal Gift 
for Students! 


]99 


100X 

200X 

300X 


The most thrilling gift you can give a student! Su- 
perb 300 Power Microscope— a $14.95 value— pre- 
cision m.ide. Triple revolving turrets . . . 300, 200. 
100 power focusing . . . ALL-METAL construction 
. . . Precision-tooled threadings . . . Finely ground 
polished ACHROMATIC lenses . . . Latest most at- 
tractive design! Ideal for school, lab or hobby use. 
Extra sturdy and durable for roughest handling. 
Strong wooden c.’se and dust-proof plastic cover in- 
cluded. 


ORDER BY NO. 198. 


New Deluxe Model 

ARMY OFFICERS’ KNIFE 

10-in-ONE! 



10 TOOLS IN ONE! — the Swiss Army type knife 
is recognized as the most compact multi-purpose 
tool ever devised. This new Korium version is 
the lowest price ever asked for the Swiss knife! 
Finest ^lingen steel. Has scissors, saw. icepick, 
jackknife, screwdriver, awl, can opener, iMttle 
opener, corkscrew & penknife. Solid Vidal han- 
dle; belt attachment. Length, 3H''- Wonderful 
for all outdoorsmen, motorists, people who 
travel. This type knife carried all year ’round 
by Swiss Army officers. It can be a lifesaver! 
When you see its fine construction and you have 
it in your hands, you’ll agree it’s a $10 value. 
Order by No. 88. New, deluxe model now -oura 
for oaty 3.67. 


New 5x50 POWERHOUSE 





•ff 


GIANT 

Brings everything 5 times closer 
up to: 

50 MILES AWAY! 


NOW 


12.95 VALUE! 

66% more power! 



New '66 model b;ingH every- 
thing 5 times closer up fo 
50 miles away. Gives 26X 
area magnification yet only 
12 ozs. Coated, precision 
ground object lenses. W. 
German import. Ideal for 
all Sports. 

No. 46 ... 


IMONEY 

BACK GUARANTEE!! 

i THORESEN'S. Dept. R -1 . | 

1 31 West 47>h St.. New York 36. N. Y, | 

1 lU'SH till- ilemv llsled helow on 10 day free home trial — money hark guarantee. If I'm ■ 
1 imt complcii-ly Kalifflrd with ilte merrhamllee. I will return It In 10 days for full refund. 1 
1 n Payment enrlosccl. Rush prepaid. R Rend COD. plus charges. 1 

1 No. 

QiiantUy 

Article 

Price j 

1 



1 


— 


1 



1 

1 

1 



1 

1 


city Zont Suie 

(Cansdiini: Onler Jlrcrt from Tltoroen Ltd . Dept. rS-36, 45 8t. Jamet St., Weit. 
^>loiiireal 1. I’-U- Same price, fame suaranice. no extra for tariff.) ^ 






a frank statement of fact about 

VITAMINS 


Just as our world today is profoundly 
influenced by factors which we cannot 
see — atoms, electrons, ions and such — 
so. in the same way. our bodies are influ* 
enced every moment of the day by in* 
visible substances, hidden to the eye and 
even in some cases to the microscope. 
These are known as vitamins and are 
labeled, for convenience, with various 
letters of the alphabet. These letters are 
not, however, designations of unknown 
quantities; because, thanks to the cease* 
less efforts of the physician and the 
nutritional scientist, our knowledge of 
vitamins and their benefits grows greater 
with each passing day. 

VITAMINftx*VITAL TO LIFE 

Without vitamins, human life perishes. 
With a serious deficiency of one or more 
vitamins, human health is bound to 
suffer. That’s why nutrition is such an 
important subject in the current scheme 
of things. 

When your physician discovers a 
vitamin deficiency that is robbing you of 
normal health, buoyancy and well-being, 
he frequently recommends a vitamin sup- 
plement to augment your diet. For ex- 
ample. let’s say he suggests that you 
take two vitamin A capsules each day. 
You stroll down to the neighborho<^ 
store, ask for vitamin A capsules in the 
recommended potency and are astounded 
to find that a bottle of 100 capsules may 
cost more than $4.00. You’ve become 
rather price-conscious recently, so you’re 
liable to think twice before shelling out 
$4.00, or more, for a tiny bottle of cap- 
sules. You're liable to ask ’’Why?” 
”What in the world makes them so ex- 
pensive?” Now. getting back to us for a 
moment ... we think your question de- 
serves an honest answer — and to give 
you that answer is the purpose of this 
message. 


THE MlOH COST OF VITAMINS 

First of all, let's make one thing clear. 
In vitamin products, price is definitely 
not an indication of quality. In fact, 
there is no correlation between the two. 
High vitamin prices arc merely a result 
of the manufacturer’s production and 
marketing procedure, profit margin, etc., 
and have little to do with the basic 
product itself. 

The Food and Drug Administration of 
the United States Government has set 
forth rigid standards for all vitamin man- 
ufacturers to follow. The only essential 
difference between one vitamin product 
and another can be the potency which 
must, by Federal law^ be clearly shown 
on the label. When two vitamin prod- 
ucts have the same potency, they have 
exactly the same nutritional value. For 
example, 25,000 U. S. P. imits of vitamin 
A, in capsule form, have exactly the 
same therapeutic value as any other 
vitamin A capsule labeled 25,000 U. S. P. 
units. This is true, regardless of manu- 
facturer. regardless of source of pur- 
chase. Likewise, the same reasoning 
applies to vitamin products measured 
by weight (in milligrams or micrograms) 
and to multiple vitamin products (a com- 
bination of two or more vitamins). 

HOW FOODS PLUS CAN HELP YOU 

Now, since govemm^t standards 
assure the quality and strength of all 
vitamin products as indicated on their 
labels, the only actual difference remain- 
ing to be considered is price. This brings 
us to our main story, the Foods Plus 
story. Thanks to special manufacturing 
arrangements, a unique direct-to-you mail 
distribution system and a high sales 
volume. Foods Plus today can actually 
save you as much as S0% and more on the 
cost of your vitamin and mineral needs. 
It's true! For proof, let’s go back to our 


vitamin A example. 100 vitamin A cap- 
sules — 25,000 U. S. P. units— of national 
brand "X” sell at your neighborhood 
store for $4.09. Foods Plus vitamin A 
capsules — same number, same potency, 
made to the same rigid Federal Food and 
Drug Administration standards — cost 
only $1.00. Quite a saving, isn’t it! 
What’s more, you can take advantage of 
similar savings on scores of vitamin and 
mineral needs when you buy direct— the 
sensible, money-saving Foods Plus way. 
The potency clearly stated on . the label 
is your guarantee that the product con- 
forms to rigid government standards. 
Foods Plus meticulously adheres to 
these standards on all its products— and 
has done so every year of its existence! 

FREE VITAMIN ROOMLET 
Have you been paying excessively 
high prices for your vitamins and min- 
erals? Then why not investigate the 
facts . . . check Foods Plus prices — and 
compare! You’ll find all the revealing 
details in the new Foods Plus vitamin 
booklet. This informative guide not 
only shows you how to save important 
dollars on your vitamin and mineral 
needs — it also gives you, in writing, the 
Foods Plus 30-day money-back guaran- 
tee that protects your every purchase. 
In addition, the IxMklet contains many 
helpful health tips plus valuable recom- 
mendations by Carlton Fredericks, 
famous adviser on nutrition. Send for 
your copy of the Foods Plus booklet now 
. . . it’s absolutely free— no obligation. 
Just print your name and address on the 
handy coupon below and mail it today. 


foods plus, inc. Dept. US 

6a Wost 4S St., Now York 36, N. V. 

Kindly send my free copy of the Foods 
Plus vitamin booklet. 

name 

address 

city zone. . . .state 


foods plus, inc. 

America's Leading Vitamin Specialists 




Sale Pri.. 

Nationally Advertised at $i4.95 095 


ROTO’BROILETTE 


Hero IS the top of the stove or toble top ROAST-TOASTER — 
ihot hardies o multitude of jobs. Broiling chops and 
leaks, and toasted delicacies including sandwiches. 
Outside mode of lifetime hammered aluminum. 

1 proof hondles permit easy movement. 
Slide out tray fits on several levels- Fully 
guoranteed coil elements gives even 
distribution of heat. Will make any . 
toasted food taste better. Will impart 
a delightful charcoal flavor. Beautiful 
enough to grace ony woman's table. 
120 volts, A.C., D.C. Complete with 
UL approved cord set only $9.95 1 


Nationally Advertised at $19.95 


I . IShimmery Chrome 
you, choice 

Fully Automatic Signal Control 
11 WAY COOKER-FRYER-STEAMER 

No more guesswork. Proper heat, automatically adjusted. Gives you 
j PERFECT MEALS every time. Table Top service eliminotes kitchen trips, 
” saves time and energy. BIG, BIG 6 qt. capacity permits meals 
for the entire family. Does everything any cook could desire. 


• Cooks 

• Bakes 

• Broils 

• Steams 

Basket wHh 


• Blanches 

• Casseroles 

• Defrosts 
that includes; Fry 

handle. Recipe Book. 

Pyrex Glass Cover. Cord and Plug. Choice 

— “ of colors. 115 V., 

A.C. Full Factory 
guorantee. $8.95 


DOUBLE SLICE TOASTER^ 

Fully Automatic 

A beautiful Chrome Beauty, you will be proud to own or give for any 
occosion. A daily reminder of your thoughtfulness. Will give years of 
wonderful automatic service and deliver taste-teasing toast just os 
you like it, fresh and worm — light to dark. Pops right up when it is 
done. Will take any size slice of bread. Muffins, Coke ond Rolls. 
Complete with heavy duty Cord and Plug. Full year's guorantee too. 
115 Volts. A.C $8.95 


ELECTRIC FOOD MIXER 
I Fully Automatic 

j Compare this white kitchen beauty with ony 
I food mixer at any pricel Any man, woman or 
! child con perform cooking miracles with this 
j powerful mixer that leads a double life. Con 
; be used with either of the two mixing bowls 
i that come with it, or can be separated and 
used In any pot, pan, bowl, etc. This wonder- 
: ful kitchen aid will make any coke mix or 
‘ botter smooth and velvety and does it oil 
i quick as o wink. 

I Double rotary blades are easily detached for 
cleaning. A wonderful gift at a most conserva- 
j tive price. 110 Volts .. - $12.95 


Westinghouse Equipped • 

ELECTRIC SKILLET with Temperature Selector Control 
Fully Automatic 

The Modern Roto-Broil way to Cook, right at the Dining table. Bokes, Pries, 
Chofes, Stews where you are. Beautifully constructed of triple gauge aluminum 
with HEATING ELEMENT. Provides even distribution of heat to all ports of the 
skillet. Is guoranteed fully - TEMPERATURE DIAL SELECTOR with Signol Light: 
show when the correct temperature for any foods are reached. Eosy to clean i 
rounded corners prevent hot and cold areas and give wonderful tasty meals. ; 
Lifetime Aluminum Skillet and High Domed Covers. Scratch proof legs. Heat ' 
resistant handles combine to give you an automatic Kitchen aid that can handle 
tasty meols fpr as many as 6 people. Alt at the some time. All this at o price 
that represents real savings. 110-120 Volts A.C. Complete with Extension Cord Set. 

$10.95 


NOVEL DISTRIBUTING CO. 

Dept. 104-A, 33 Second Ave., New York 3, N. Va 


Please send me the items I hovi 

Electric Skillet 

Cooker Fryer 

Broilette 

Tooster 

Food Mixer 


. $10,95 

8.95 

9.95 


...Zone Srote .. 


B Please send prepaid. I enclose full payment. 

Pleose send C.O.D. I enclose $1.00 deposit. I will pay balance plus 
postal charges to postman. 

Please include 50 cents hondlinq cho'no for each item. 








America’s Fast Growing Industry Offers 
You Good Pay -Bright Future -Security 


I TRAINED 
THESE MEN 


"Started to repair sets six 
months after enrolling. 
- W Earned $12 to $15 a week 
' in spare time.” — Adam 
• w Kramlik, Jr., Sunneytown, 
i . A Pennsylvania. 

"Up to our necks in Radio- 
Television work. Four other 
N’RI men work here. Am 
happy with my work.” — 

Glen Peterson, Bradford, ’ 


Ont., Canada. 




"Am doing Radio and 
Television Servicing full 
me. Now have my own 
shop. I owe mv success to 
'N.R.l."— Curtis Suth, Ft. 
Madison, Iowa. 


"Am with WCOC. NRlI 
course can’t be beat. N'oi 
trouble passing 1st class' 
Radio-phone license exam.” 
—Jesse W. Parker, Meri-^ 
dian, Mississippi. 


"By the time I graduated I 
had paid for niy course, a 
car ami testing equipment. 
Can service toughest jobs.” 
— E. J. Streitenberger, New 
Boston, Ohio. 


AVAILABLE TO 

VETERANS 

UNDER 0.1. BILLS 


Training pins o])portunitv is tlie 
PERFECT COMBINATION for 
job security, good pay, advance- 
ment. In good times, the trained 
man makes the BETTER PAY, 
GETS PROMOTED. When jobs 
are scarce, the trained man enjoys 
GREATER SECURITY. NRI 
training can help assure you more 
of the better things of life. 

Start Soon to Make ^10, ^15 
a Week Extra Fixing Sets 

Keep your job Tt’liile training. I 
start .sending you special booklets 
tlie day you enroll, that show you 
how to fix sets. Multitester built 
with parts I send helps you make 
$10, $15 a iveek extra fixing sets 
while training. Many start tlieir 
own Radio-Television business with 
spare time earnings. 

My Training Is Up-To-Date 

You benefit l»y my 40 j’cars’ experi- 
ence training men at ho-nie. Well 
illustrated lessons give you basic 
principles you need. Skillfully de- 
veloped kits of ))arts I send (see 
below) “bring to life” things you 
learn from lessons. 


Television Making Good Jobs, Prosperity— Even without Tele- 
vision, Radio is bigger than ever. 115 million home and auto Radios 
to be serviced. Over 3000 Radio broadcasting stations use operators, 
technicians, engineers. Government, Aviation. Police, Ship, Micro-wave 
Relay, Two-Way Radio Communications for buses, taxis, trucks, etc., 
are important and grooving fields. Television is moving ahead fast. 


You Learn by Practicinj 
with Parts I Sen< 

Nothing takes the place of PRACTICAL EXPERIENCE. 
That's why NRI training is based on LEARNING BY 
DOING. You use parts I furnish to build many circuite 
common to Radio and Television. As part of my Communi- 
cations Course, you build many things, including low power 
transmitter shown at left. You put it “on the air,” perform 
broadcasting operators. With my 
Servicing Course you build 
modern Radio, etc. Use Mul- 
titester you build to make 
money fixing sets. Many stu- 
dents make $10, $15 week 
extra fixing neighbors’ sets 
in spare time while train- 
Coupon below will 
book showing other 
build. It’s 


on the air. Hundreds of others being sets. Thousands more are being sold 
built. Good TV jobs opening up for even' week. Get a job or have your own 
Technicians, Operators, etc. business selling, installing, servicing. 

Radio-TV Needs Men of Action— Mail Coupon 

Act now to get more of the good things of life. Actual 
lesson proves my training is jn-actical, thorough. 64-page 
book shows good jol> opportunities for you in many fields. 
Take NRI training for as little as $5 a month. Many 
graduates make more than total cost of training in two 
weeks. Mail coupon now. J. E. SMITH, President, 
National Radio Institute, Dept. 7D08, Washington 9, D. C. 
OUR 40TH YEAR. 


Good fitr Both- rRce 


MR. J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 7D08 
National Radio Institute, Woshington 9, D. C. 

Mail me Sample Lesson and 64-page Book, FREE. 
(No salesman will call. Please write plainly.) 

Name Age 
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